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Introduction

Barn in 1902 in Alexandria, Tewfik Al Hakim has occupied a
eentral place in the Arab literary scenc since he first made 2 name
for himself in the late "twenties. He is known primarily as a
playwright, with an output of some seventy plavs, and one of
Cairo’s theatres has been named after hirn. He has also
produced several volumes of essays, a few short stories, and some
enjoyable volumes of autobiography; at least two of hit novels are -
fandmarks in modern Arabic Literature. '
Tewfik Al Hakim became interested in the theatre at an carly
age. At that time, however, it offered neither a respectable nor 2 :
reliable means of livelihood and it is not surprising that his upper
middle class parencs showed no enthusiasm for his literary
ambitions; in his autobicgraphy he records how he did not allow
his full name to appear on one of his early plays for fear that the
news that he was the author might reach his parents. He was
therefore persuaded to study law, which he did inidally in Cairo.
Having taken his degree, he was sent to Paris 1o complete his
iegal studies, He stayed in Paris from 1925 until 1928, where he
spent the greater part of his time in the company of writers 2nd
many of his evenings at the theatre; he also read widely in
French. On his return to Egypt he was appeinted an attorney
to the Public Prosecutor in the provinces and his experiences

there provided the matenial for his novel The Maze of Justice.® It
was not lang before he resigned from government service and
devoted himsel’ wholly te creative writing. Since then he has held
2 number of official appointments, including that of Director of
the National Library in Cairo; he has also been his country’s
permanent representative with UNESCO in Paris.

*The wanslation of this cariy novel was published under thiz title in 1947,
The tranalation was made by Abba Eban and s now out of print.

‘The cnly other book by Tewlik Al Halim availablz in Englith rransiation

is his play The Tree Climber, traralated by Denys Johnson-Davies and published
in ¥966 by Oxford Univemity Press, London.
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While living through disturbed times, Tewfik Al Hakim’s own
life has been comparartively free of dramatic incident: he himelf
is of a retiring and reticent nature and though his facc is
as familiar in the Arab countrics as, say, Bernard Shaw’s was in
the English-speaking world, few people krow anything of his
privatc lifc — that, for instance. despite the playfui misogynism
expressed in many of his plays (as for instance in Fale of a
Cockroach) he married in 1946 and has a son and 2 daughter.
Tewfik Al Hakim has never been interested in political creeds
and ‘isms’. No Egyptian, however, particularly a writer, can
stand wholly aloof from politics and it is amusing to note that
Tewfik Al Hakim recounts in his autobiography how his first
full-length play, written in 1grg and since lost, dealt with the
British occupation of his country and was eatitled The Unwanted
Guest. It remained unpublished and unproduced. Over the years
Tewfik Al Hakim has shown great skill - not shared by many of
his fellow authors — in keeping out of political trouble. The
inevitable accusation of living in an ivory tower (he published 2
volume of essays under the title From the Irory Tower) has been
levelled against him; while he has never entered any political
arena, he has none the less throughout his career shown himself
deeply concerned ‘with such fundamental and potentially dangerous
issues a3 justice and truth, good and evil and, above all, freedom.

All four plays in the present volume deal, directly or indirectly,
with same aspect of freedom. In The Suiten's Dilsmma, which takes
place in the “Thousand and One Nights’ atmosphere of the rule
of a Mameluke sultan, frecdom and the choice faced by every
absolute ruler are the themes. Those themes, incideatally, were
as valid for the Egyptian reader in 1960, the ycar when the play
was published, as for his forbears during the times of the
Mamdclukes. In Fate of @ Gockroack, man’s natural Jove of freedom,
his refusal to despair in the face of adversity, are exemplified in
the cockroach’s strivings to climb out of the bath. The Song of Death,
the carlizst of the four plays and the most local, has as its central
theme the conflict between traditional vengeance — as much a
part of life in rurai Egypt as in Sicily — and frecdom through
education from such deadening and destructive prejudice. Nof =
Thing out of Piace seems to suggest that while the ultimate in
freedom, anarchy, can be fun, true freedom consists in pursuing
a middle way. Tewfik Al Hakim’s preoccupation with freedom
can also be seen from the title of one of his volurmes of
autobicgraphy, The Prison of Life, in which he discusses the
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individual’s inability 1o cscape from the imprisonment imposed
upon him by the circumstances of his birth, by the fact that he is
the child of two particular parents with particular attributes who
in turn were brought into the world with inherited characteristics,
Tewfik Al Hakim is the undisputed pioneer of dramatic writing
in Arabic. While Egypt has a theatrical wradition going back more
than a hundred vears, the plays producrd were until recently
cither heavy melodrama adapted into cliché-ridden classical
Arabic from the French or domestic farces, often with political

" Fate of a Cockroach

overtones, written in the coiloquial language. With his natural Characters
talent, his wide reading in French, his close study of the
techniques of the European theatre (the dramatic form was Cozkroaches
unknown in classical Arabic literature], his interest in the KINC
problems of language — most pertinent in a culture where the ' QUEEN
written language differs so much from the spoken —with these ! MINISTER
attributes Tewfik Al Hakim gave to the Egyptian theatre the z SAVANT
foundations of respectability it needed. That the theatre in Egypt PRIEST
today is both a serious and popular form of enwerminment and A SUBJECT COGKROACH
that it is artracting some of the best 1zlents among the younger
writers is due in large part to the writer of the plays in this Procession of Anls
present volume. . Movials
DENYS JOHNSON-DAVIES : SAMIA, & housewife
apiy, her husband
CoOX
DOTTOR
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Act One — The Cockraach as King

The seene is a spacious courlyard — as viewed of course by the
cockroaches. In actual fact the courtyard is nothing more than the
batkroom ficor in an ordinary flat, In the front part of this couriyard
stands an immense wall, which is nothing but the outer wall of the
bath, The time is night, thougk from the point of view of the
cockroaches 14 is deytime — our bright daylight being so blinding &
them that it causes them either to disappear or go fo slecp. At the
beginming of the play, night has not completely fallen, which it to
say that the cockroaches” dey is about lo begin. The Ring ir standing
in sprightly fastion next to a hole in the wall, perhaps the doorway to
kis palace, and s calling to the Queen who &5 arlecp inside ihe
palace.

ginG: Come along — wake up! It's time for work.

QUEEN ( from inside) : The darkness of evening has not yet appeared.

KING: Any moment now it will.

QueEn: Has the blinding light of day completely disappeared?

KING: Any moment now it will.

oueexr: Untl it disappears completely and night has
completely come, iet me be and don’t bother me.

kinc: What laziness! What laziness!

QUEEN (making her appearance) : 1 wasn't sleeping. You must
remember that 1 have my toilet and make-up to do.

xiNG: Makewp and toilet! If all wives were like you, then God
help ail husbands!

QUEEN (arourect fo anger): I'm a queen! Don'c forger I'm the
Queen!

xixG: And I'm the King!

QUEEN: 1'm exactly the same as vou — there's no difference
between us at all.

wrnG: There is a difference.

QUEEN: And what, prithee, might this difference be?

xinG: My whiskers.

QUEEN: Just as you have whiskers, so have I
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gin6: Yes, but my whiskers are longer than vours.

QueeN: That is a trifling difference.

xinc: So it scems to you.

QUEEN: To you rather. It is your sickly imagination that always
makes it appear to you that there is a difference between us.

kinG: The difference exists - it can be clearly seen by anyone
with cycs to see, If you don’t believe mic, ask the Minister,
the Priest, the Savant, and all thase worthy gentlemen
connected with the court. . .

QuEEN (sarcastically): The court!

xinG: Please - no sarcasm! I have an ever-growing feeling that
you're always trying to belittie my truc worth.

QuEEN: Your worth?

KING: Yes, and my authority. You are always trying to diminish
my authority.

QUEEN (even more sarcasticatly): Your authority? Your authority
over whom? Not over me at any rate — you are in no way
better than me. You don't provide me with food or drink.
Have you ever fed me? I feed myself, just as vou feed
voursell. Do you deny it?

xixnG: In the whole cockroach kingdom there is no one who feeds
another. Every cockroach strives for his own daily bread.

queExn: Then I am free to do as I like?

KrNG: And who ever said you weren't?

gueen: Let me be then. It is 1 who will decide when 1 shall work
and when be lazy, when to slesp and when to get up.

kiNG: Of course you are free to do 25 you like but, in your
capacity as Queen, you must sct 2 good example.

QUEEN: A good example to whom?

kinc: Ta the subjects, naturally.

pueen: The subjects? And where might they be? In my whole
life I’ve never seen anyone around vou but those three: the
Minister, the Priest, and the learnad Savant,

Kinc: They are enough, they are the élite, the cream . ..

quEegN: Butif you are the King you should be surrounded by the
people.

xiNg: Have you forgotten the characteristics of our species? We
are not like those small ereatures called ‘ants’, who gather
together in their thousands on the slightest pretext.

gueen: Don’t remind me of ants! A king like you claiming you
have worth and authority and you don't know how to solve
the anc problem!

- Michael
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x1nG: The anc problem! Ah ... um...

QueER: Ak ... um ... s that all you can say?

KING: Whar reminded vou of ants?

QUEEN: Their being a continual threat 10 us. A queen like me,
in my position and with my beauty, clegance, and pomp,
can’t take a step without trembling for fear that I might slip
and fall on my back — and woe ta me should I fall on my
back, for I would quickly beceme a prey to the armies of
ants.

xING: Be carelul, therelore, that you do not fall on your back!

gueen: Is that the only solution you have?

kIxG: Do vou want, from one day to the next, a solution to a
problem that is as old as time?

queEx: Then shut up and don’t boast about the length of vour
whiskers!

®1xNG: Please! Don’t talk to the King in such a tone!

guezes: King! I would just like 10 ask whe made you 2 king.

®1nc: I made myself a king.

QUEEN: And what devious means and measures brought you to
the throne and placed vou on the seat of kingship?

KING (indiznantly): Means and measures? Pardon me for saying
50, but you're stupid!

QUEEN: I confess I'm stupid abour this , . .

®ING: What means and what measures, Madam? The question’s
a lot simpier than that. One morning I woke up and looked
ar my faee in the mirror — or rather in a pool of water near
the drain. You vourself know this drain well — it's the one at
which we first met. Do you remember?

oueeN: Of course I remember, but what's the connection between

~ the drain, your face, and the throne?

KinG: Have a little patience and vou’ll find out. I told vou that
I looked at my face in the mirror — something that vou
naturzlly do every day, perhaps cvery hour. in order to
assure yoursell of the beauty of your face,

QUEEN: At present we're talking about your face. Speak and don't
get away from the subject.

KING (rather pul out by aow): As I told you, I locked at my face in
the mirror — this was of course by chance .. . that is to say by
sheer accident . . . meaning that it was not intentional, I
swear to you. :

puexex: That's neither here nor there. You looked ac your face in
the drain - what did you discover?
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KkiNG: I discovered something that surprised me and aroused in
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QUEEN: A feeling of dejection.

kinG: Not at all — of admiration.

QUEEN: Admiration of what?

xinc: Of the length of my whiskers, [ was really delighted at the
length of my whiskers. 1 immediarely rose up and
chailenged all the cockroaches to compare their whiskers with
mine, and that if it was apparent that mine were the longest
then [ should become king over them all.

QueeN: And they accepted the challenge?

x1vG: No, they conceded it to me there and then, saying that
they had no time for whisker-measuring.

QUEEx: And 5o vou automatcally became His Majesty!

EHG: Just so.

gueExr: And did they tell ypu what your privileges wers to be?

xIng: No.

oueEeN: And did they tell you what their dutics towards you
were?

1xG: No. They mercly said that as I was pleased with the title
and rank, [ could do as 1 pleased. So long as this cost them
nothing and they were not required to feed me, then they had
na ebjection to my calling mysclf what I liked. And so they
left me, cach going his own way in scarch of his daily bread.

QuEEeN: Then how was it that 1 became Queen?

x1nG: By commonsense logic. As | was King and yon were the
fernade I loved and lived with, so you were of necessity
SJueen.

QueEN: And your Minister? How did he become a minister?

xixec: His talents norninazed him for the office of Minister, just
as mine did for the throne.

QUEEN: We know about your talents - the length of vour
whiskers, But what are your Minister’s talents?

x1nG: His consummarte concern with propesing disconcerting
problems and producing unpleasant news.

gueer: And the Priest, what are his talents?

kinG: The completely incomprehensible things he says.

gUEEN: And the learned Savant?

kinG: The strange infarmation he has about things that have no
existence other than in his own head.

QUEEN: And what induced vou to put up with these people?

kING: Necessity. I found no ene but them wanting to be close to
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me. They are in need of somecne to whom they can pour
out their absurditics, whercas [ am in need of close
companions who will call me “Your Majesty’.

QUEEK: All of which was breught upon you by your long
whiskers.

XING: And am I responsible? I was born with them like this,

gueen: Maybe there was someone with longer whiskers than you
and yet he never thought of declaring himself a king.

KING: Very likely, yet it was I who thought . . .

QUEEN: A stupid idea in any case.

KING (Indignantiy): And who are you to s2y? You understand
nothing!

QuEEN: 1 understand more than you.

KING: You're a garrulons and conceited cockroach!

QUEEN: And you'rea ...

xiNg: Hush! The Minister's coming.

gueen: Then have some sell-respect in front of him and treat me
.with respect,

xING: To hear is 10 obey, Your Majesty.

queeN: That's better! Husbands like you are submissive only o
a woman who maintains her rights,

The Minister makes his appearance, wailing,

wminisTER: My Lord King! Help, my Lord King!

KING: What is it?

MINISTER: A calamity! A great calamity, my Lord !

x1n6G: Goodness gracious! (aside) T told you his hobby was 1o
bring unpleasant news. (loudly) Yes? Tell us, delight our cars!

minisTeR: My son, Your Majesty — my one and only son.

KING: What's wrong with him?

mINIsTER: He has been taken in the prime of youth - has died
in the spring of life - he has been killed ! Killed!

x1wG: Killed? How? Who kilied him?

MINISTER: The ants.

. KInG: The ants again?

QUEEN: There, you see? The ants. The ants,

MIRISTER: Yes, Your Majesty, the ants - none but the ants,
xiNo: Ah, those ants! Tell us what happened,

MINISTER: What always happens.

x1¥G: Be more explicie.

MINISTER: My son was walking along the wall, just going for a
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stroll for amusement’s sake, like anyone else at his age - a
perfectly innocent steoll of course, for you well know what 2
well-behaved person he is. He's excesdingly senious, with no
inclinations towards flirtations or feolhardy ventures, all
those kinds of nonsensical pastimes . . .

KING [impatienily) : That’s neither here nor there — what happened?

sinisTER: His foot slipped and he fell to the ground. Of course
he fell on his back and was unable to tumn on to his front and
get to his feet. And then the ants spotted him. They brought
along their troops and armies, surrounded him, smothered
him, and carried him off to their towns and villages.

uzexn: What a terrible thing! Truly a catastrophe!

'J;ﬁmsn-:a: A great catastrophe, Your Majesty — a national

catastrophe!

x1NG: I sharc your feelings of sadness for the deceased. Don't,
though, ask that I announce public mourning.

uintsTER: 1 have not asked for an announcement of mourning,
Your Majesty.

xiNG: That's extremely intelligent of you.

MINisTER: | 2m merely announcing that it is 2 catastrophe for
the whole of our specics.

x1NG: The whole of our species? The death of your son?

MINISTER: | mean rather the ants’ aggression against us all in
this manner.

QUEERN (fo the Minitter) : He understands what you mean perfectly
well. He merely pretends not to. He turns the matter into a
personal one so that he need not bother himself about
the decisive solution which everyone awaits from him.

KING: What are you saying? Are you trying to accuse me of
neglecting the duties of my position?

QuEEN: [ am not accusing you, I am merely drawing your
attention to the necessity for finding a soludon to the
probiem of the ants,

KING: And is the problem of the ants a new one? Speak,
Minister?

MINIsTER: No, Your Majesty.

KING: Then you know that it is not new, that it is old as Time
itselfl

miNisTER: Ceraainly, Your Majesty.

KING: We grew up, our fathers, our grandfathers, and our
grandfathers’ grandfarhers grew up, with the problem of the
ants there.

1
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mInisTER: Truly, Your Majesty,

xi1xG: Sceing that you know all that, why do you today assign
me the task of solving it? Why should it be my bad luck that
I, out of all those fathers and grandfathers who came before
me, should alone be asked to find the solution?

puEEN: Because before you came along there had been no one
who was so delighted with the length of his whiskers that he
demanded to be made king!

KING: Shut up, you ...

oueEen: Mind what you say!

KING (beiween his feeth): Your . . . Your Majesty!

QUEEN! Yes, that’s the polite way in which you should address me.

xixG: And with all politeness 1 would like 10 ask you how you
know that before me there was no cockroach who wanred to
be king?

QuEEK: Because such ideas only occur to someone like you.

rixwg: Like me?

QUEEN: Yes, because you're my hiusband and I know you well.

kinG: Kindlv note that we are not alone pow, also that I am
now fulfilling my official functions.

gueexN: Go ahead and fulfil your official functions!

4 K1NG: Speak, Minister.

; MINISTER: Before yon, Your Majesty, we lived in an age of
primitive barbarisrn. We had neither a king nor a minister,
then you came along, with your sensc of organization and
sonnd thinking, and ascended the throne.

k1NG: Then 1 have a sense of organization and sound thinking?
miNIsTER: Without doubt, Your Majesty.
xine: Tell Her Majesty that!
g QUEEN (sarcastically) : Her Majesty is primarily concerned with
“" the pracrical results. I want to sec the [ruit of this thinking
' and organization., Come on, produce a solution to the
problem of the ants!
KiNG (impatiently) : Come along, Minister — suggest something!
MINISTER: As you think best, Your Majaty.
KIxG: Yes, but it's up 10 you first to put forward an opinion,
even if it's 2 stupid one. T'll then look into it.
minisTeR: Put forward an opinion?
kinG: Yes, any opinion. Speak — quickly. [t's one of the duties of
your position to purt forward an opinien — and for me to make
[un of it.
qQuEeEeN: Perhaps his opinion will be sound.

£ o= o F
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x1nc: I don't think so = 1 know his opinions.

ouesx: Why, then, did you appeint bim Minister?

xine: I didn't appoint him. I told vou so a thousand times — I
never appointed anyone. It's he who appointed himself. 1
accepted because he had no rival,

MinNISTER: 1 voluntecred ro act without a salary.

kiNG: Talk seriously, Minister, and don't waste the Stare’s time.

miInNIsTER: I've found it! Your Majesty, I think we could
overcome the ants with the same weapon they use,

Rx1vG: And what's their weapon?

MiNisTER: Armies. They attack us with huge armies. Now if we
were able t¢ mobilize ourselves and assemble in greac
numbers we'd find it easy to attack them, to scatter and to
crush them under our great fect.

xING: A stupid idea.

ousex: Why do you make fun of it before you have discussed it?

x1NG: It's clearly unacceptable and absurd.

oueEeN: First of all, encourage him 10 speak and then talk
things over with him.

KING (furning ts Mirister; peevishly) : 1 have encouraged you and
here I am talking things over with you. Speak, Tell me how
many there will be in the army of cackroaches you want to
mobilize?

MINISTER: Let’s say twenty. Twenty cockroaches assembled
together could trample underfoot and destroy a long column
of ants ~ nay, a wholc village, a wholc 1ownship.

xinG: Of that there is no doubt, but has it ever happened in the
whole of our Jong history that nwenty cockroaches have
gathered together in one column?

MINISTER: It has not, butwecantry ., .

riNG: How can we try? We are quite different from ants. The
anis know the discipline of forming themselves into columns,
but we cockroaches don’t know discipline.

MINISTER: Perhaps by learmning and waining . ..

®ing: And who will teach and train us.

MinIsTER: We can look around for someone who will undertake
it

xixc: Marvellous! So we end up with looking around for a
teacher and a trainer! Tell me, then, if we find the teacher
and the tramner, after how many generanons will the species
of cockroaches be taught and trained to walk in columns?

MINISTER: Such information, Your Majesry, does not fall witiin
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my province. 1 have merely given my opinion as to the plan
af action. It is for others to talk about the derails.

®ING: Who arc those others? For cxample?

min1sTER: Qur learned Savant for example. He is the man to be
asked about such mlormation.

Queen: He is right. These are things about which the learned
Savant can talk.

¥iNG: And where is the learned Savant?

mINIsTER: We'll ask him to come immediately, Your Majesty.

K1NG: Ask for him and let him come ~ we 2re waiting.

Hardly has the Minister made a move than the leamed Savent makes
hir appearance, panting.

MINISTER (0 the Sasant}: My dear chap, we were just about 1o
inguire about you. His Majesty wants you on an
impartant marter.

savanTt: Good.

MINIsTER: His Majesty will tell vou . . .

x1nG: No, you tell him.

MINISTER: Shall 1 put the whole marter to him?

xING: Yes - quickly. :

MINISTER: The matter in guesdon is the problem of the ants.

SAVANT: What about the problem of the ants?

MINISTER: We want to find a decisive solution to it,

SAVANT: And what bave I to do with this? This is a political
problem. It is for you to solve — you in your capacity as
Minister and His Majesty in his capacity as King.

MINISTER (now baffied): A political problem?

SAVANT: In any case, it’s an old problem. It does not fall within
the province of science or scientists,

kING: But the Minister has turned it into a scientific problem,
because he wants the cockroaches to be taughe o walk in
colurnns,

savanT: That can never happen.

MINISTER: But it must do, because we can’t go on like this for
cver, having the ants attacking us and not being able to
drive them off.

guzeN: The Minister is right, we must think terfously abeout this
danger.

savAnT: What exactly is required of me?
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queex: To assist with your knowledge. All hope now lies with
saciice.

 sAvANT: Define exactly what is required. What is required of me

preciscly? In science things must be precisely defined.
guzex: Define things for him, Minister,

MINISTER: You know that the ants attack ns with their armies.
If we also were able 1o mobilize an army of tweaty, or cven
ten, cockroaches with which to attack them, we would be
able to destroy their towns and viilages.

savaNT: Then mobilize ten cockroaches]

MINISTER; And who will do so0?

saAvANT: You and His Majesty the King — that’s your job,

kixa: Our jab!

sAvaNT: Nawrally, If the King can't order ten cockroaches o
assemble together, then what authority has the King got?

XING (haughtily): It scems that you're living in 2 daze, learned
Savant!

sminisTER: The problem is how to gather these cockroaches
together.

grng: Tell him! Tell him!

gueEeN: Inform us, Savant, has it ever hapened that you have
scen ten cockroaches gathered together in one spot?

sAVANT: Yes, I once saw — a very long time ago, in the carly
days of my youth — several cockroaches gathered together at
night in the kitchen round 2 picce of tomaro.

@uzen: Tomato?

SAVANT! Yes.

xinG; An extraordinary idea — this matter of a tomaro!

MINISTER: We begin from here,

@ueEn: And you say that science cannot solve the problem?

sAVANT: What has science to do with this? That was no more
than a general observation,

%i1nc: This 15 the modesty of a true Savant. The idea is, however,
useful. If we were able to get a picee of tomato, then a
number of cockroaches would gather together round it.

sAVANT: The real problem is how to get hold of 2 piece of
tomato.

x18G: How is it, therefore, that we do sometimes get hold of 2
piece?

savaNT: By sheer chance.

cueEN: And when does sheer chance occur?

savanT: That is something one cannot predicet.
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KiNG: You have therelore arrived at solving one problem by

' presenting us with another.

RUEEN: Suggest for us something other than omartoes.

savanT: Any other sort of food puts us in the same position, for
though we can find food we arc unable to make a particular
sort of food available,

queen: Can't we get cockroaches togéther without food?

savaNT! Neither cockroaches nor anything else.

miNi1sTER: That's true. The armies of the ant species themselves
assemble only round food, to carry off food, or to store food.

rine: Our sole method of geting cockroaches together is food ?

saAvaNT: That's right — from the theorctical point of vicw.

oreen: What do you mean?

savanTt: I mean, Your Majesty, from the practical point of view
it"s all neither here nor there, because the cockroaches
assembling round the food won't make a bit of difference —
they'll just ear and fill their stomachs, then each will take
hirnself off.

k1xG: That's true. It has happened before. Remember how after
1 was installed as King a number of cockroaches happened
to asserbie yound a piece of sugar we found - it was sheer
good luck — and I seized the opportunity of this gathering 10
deliver the speech from the throne. I rose to my feet to
speak, with them having caten their fll, and hardly had I
uttered two words than I found each one of them waving his
whiskers and going off on his own, They lzft me shouting
into chin air!

MINISTER: That's just our trouble!

gueenN: Is there no cure tor this, O Savant?

SAVANT; It is something ingrained,

QUEEN: There must be a reason.

savanT: I have thought abour this a lot and have hit upen a
reason. The fact is that a strong link has been observed
between the assembling of cockroaches in one place and the
occurrence of catastrophes of a certain sort.

MINISTER: You mean the moving mountains?

savant: Exactly - and the annihilating, choking rain.

krwe: That's crue. I have heard news of just such calamiries,

savarT: This has today become confirmed from = scientific
point of view. If a number of cockroaches gather together in
onc place, and there is bright, dazzling light, mountains that
have neither pinnacles nor peaks move and trample upon our
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troop, utterly squashing them. At other times there teoms
down a choking rain that destrovs every one of us.

QuEEN: And what is the reason for this. O Savant?

savANT: Natural phenomena. _

£1nG: And why do these natural phenomena only occur when
scveral cockroaches are assembled?

SAVANT: Science has not yet arrived at an explanarion.

KING: And what is the trus nature of these moving mountains
and this annihilating, choking rain?

gueenr: These moving mountains and this choking rain, are they
intended to destroy us?

savanTt! These are all questions which cannot be answered
scientfically.

purgn: Then why do thesc catastrophes only occur when we are
assembled together?

sAVANT: I do not know, Your Majesty. All that science can do
is 1o record these phenomena, 1o link up the connection
between them and deduce a sciendfic law.

®18G: You mean to say thercfore thar our fear of such calamiries
has made our species from. time immemorial afraid of
assernbling rogether?

savaxT: Exacty, it is from here that this characteristic has
arisen — the fact that each one of us goes off on his own in 2
diffcrent direction: an instinctive defence mechanism,

mINIsTER: But the ants do exactly the opposite to us.

sAavanT: The ants, because of their tiny size, can do what they
like, but we larger crearures are in a special position.

minisTER: But by their coming together they overcome us.

savanT: Yes — regretiully,

MiNisTER: And the solution? We want 2 solution, O Savant.

xinc: Tac Minister's son was torn to pieces by troops of ants
who carried him off to their villages.

sAvanT: My sincere condolences, Minister.

MINIsTER: Thank you, but this is not all we expect of you.

xinc: That's right — we want of you something more useful than
merely condaling with the Minister,

QUEEN: We want 2 definite remedy.

sAVANT: Give me time in which to examine the matter. With me
everything must be done on a proper basis, with one step
following another. First we must start by knowing ourseives,
by discovering what is round abour us in this vast cosmos. Do
you know for example what is 10 be found behind this shiny
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wall underneath which we stand? (He points af the outer wall of
the bath.)

kinG: What is there behind it?

savanT: I have climbed to the top of it many times and have
seen the strangest of things.

ALL: What did you sce?

SAVANT: I saw 2 vast chasm - probably a large lake, though the
strange thing is that it is sometimes without water, at others
full of water.

ALL: And why {5 chat?

savanT: I do not yct know, but after having observed this
phenomenon, I was able to observe a constant facter,
namcly that this lake was full of water in the glare of lighi,
but was empty of water in the darkness.

KING: And what is the relationship between light and the water?

sAVANT: There is some sort of relationship but T do not yet know
the reason for it. Nevertheless we have beer able to deduce a
constant law in the form of a true scientific equation, namely
that light equals water and darkness cquals dryness,

KING: At such a moment, therefore . . .

SAVANT: At such 2 moment the fake is dry and it has a very
beautiful appearance. Its sides are smooth and snow-white —
as though strewn with jasmine flowers.

guzen: I wish I could sce them.

SAVANT: With great pleasure. If Your Majesty would permit me,
I shall lead you 1o the top of the wall, and then you can look
down at the deep chasm — a marvellous sight,

KING: I too would like to see ir,

savanT: I am at your disposal - let’s all go.

MINISTER: Wait — the Pricst is coming,.

The Priest makes ks appearance,

Kiva: Come and join us, O venerable Priest!

PRIEST: That's exactly what I'd like to do, for I have just passed by
& most sad sight.

KING: A sad sight? .

PRIEST: Yes, 2 procession of ants carrying a cockroach. The
cockroach, it seems, was dead and motionless, An ant at the
head was dragging him by his whiskers, while ac the rear a
group of them were pushing him. There was nothing I could
do but to ask the gods to have mercy on him.
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guezxn: Do you not know who it was?

pRIEST: No,

pueen: That was the Minister’s son.

PRIEST (lurntng ta the Minister): Your son?

MINISTER (lowering his head in sorrow) : Yes,

prizsT: May the gods grant you comfort! I shall say a prayer
for you.

smintsTER: Thank you!

KING: We were just now discussing what we should do about
these catastrophes, for the time has come to search lor a
remedy. Have you any suggestion, O Priest?

pr1EsT: 1 have only one suggestion.

xixc: Don't vou dare say to offer up sacrifices!

pr1esT: There i3 nothing else.

minisTeER: Do vou see, Majesty? We have now entered into
another difficulty — the search for sacrifices. We may find
them and we may not, Also, who will go looking for them
and bring them back? I persanally am not prepared to do
so — my psychological state does not permit me.

savanr: I certainly am not prepared to do so, becapse I naturally
do not believe in such methods.

PRIEST: Apostasy is rife in this kingdom!

oueeN: Do not say such a thing, O Priest! You know well that
I am a fim belicver.

w1NG: Yes, we are believers, but the guestion of these sacrifices
has become tiresome — and a trifie old-fashioned. In the past
we have offered some of the sacrifices you demanded but
they gave no result,

pRIEST: The result is not in my hands — I offer the sacrifices and
the gods are free to accept or refuse them,

savanT: Your gods always refuse the sacrifices - only the anu
accept them.

MINTSTER: Truly, We noticed that with the picce of sugar you
demanded as 2 sacrifice — it was the ants who ate it.

xINo: Listen, O Priest — ask the gods to help us without it costing
us anything.

prizsT: Do vou want them to serve you for free?

MINISTER: And why not? Does not our King undertake his
official dutics for free?

guEeN: And I myself - the Quern - no one has given me
anything, not even my dear husband. I strive for my daily
bread like him, without any dificrence at all.
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savanT: Nor I of course - no one has laid down any salary or
wage for me.

siNisTER: Nor I 1co. T am the Minister of the kingdom and all
my official functions are performed for no wage.

#iNg: Thean why do you demand wages for your gods?

pri1esT: [ will not demend anything.

kING: On the contrary, you must demand of them that they help
us, but on the condition that such help is free and for
nothing — god-sent!

PRIEST: I can’t put conditions on the gods,

savanT: Do they stipulare the fee to you, or do vou
volunteer it?

prIEST: There is no stipulation or volunteering, but anyone who
asks something of someone should aim to tempt him.

sAVANT: So it’s & question of tempting . . .

prresT: Describe it how you will, but I cannst make a request of
the gods while I am empty-handed,

sAVANT: And do you think the gods are concerned with what you
have in your bands?

pRIEST: What kind of question is that?

savanT: Have the gods cver listened o you?

PRIEST: Naturally.

savanT: When was that?

prresT: Once, I was lying ill in a corner when 1 saw the armies of
ants approaching. I was certain chat I was done for. I called
upon the gads with a prayer that came from the depths
of my heart. Suddenly I saw that something looking like a
large dark cloud full of water had descended [rom the skics
and swooped down upon the armies of ants and swept
them quite away, clcaring them off the face of the carth,

gueeN: How extraordinary!

savANT: The scientific composition of this eloud is well known:
it consists of a network of many threads from a large picce of
maistened sacking.

x1nG: Neither the cloud’s origin nor yet its scientific composition
is of interest. What is impoprtant is who sent it down and
wiped away the ants with it.

PRIEST: Speak 1o him, O King, and ask him who sent it down
from the sky and with it destroyed the armies of the ants.
Who? Who?

sAvANT; This i3 not 2 question thar science can answer.
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THE FATE OF A COOKROADE 17

However, I very much doubt the existence of any connection
between this priest’s prayer and the descent of this cloud.

priesT: How is it then that the cloud descended only after my
prayer?

sAvANT: Pure coincidence.

priesT: What blasphemy! What apostasy!

gueeN: I am against blasphemy and apostasy, and you, my
husband who are King, must be like me in this.

xina: Of course | am like you in this. Listen, O rcverend Priest,
1 believe, must believe, that your prayer was beneficial. In
any cvent, sceing that your prayer was efficacious and
successiul the once, it will clearly be so again. I would
therefore ask you to pray and pray long.

smIxisTER: Particularly as cost-free prayer without sacrifice has
been successful.

queen: Because, as he said, it isued forth from the depths of his
heart

PRIEST (irmitably): Yes, all right — I shall pray.
QUEEN (showling) : Look! Look!

A procession of anés carrying o cockreock makes its appearance.

THE ANTs (chanting):
Here is your great fezst,
We carry i together, together,
To our towns, our villages:
A great and splendid cockroach —
Provision for the winker long.
Witk it our storerooms we shall fill.
None of us will hunger know,
Because we all lend @ hand,
We're members of a single body.
There is amongst us ne opez sad,
There is amongst us nons who’s lonesome,
There ts amongst us none who says
‘I am not concerned twith others.

The ants move lowards the wall with their heavy load, while the
cockroaches comtinue lo wetch them in glum silence and

stupefaction.

xing: It grieves us, O Minister, to st your son borne off in this
WAnNEr,

Viichael
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PRIEST: May the gods have mercy upon him! May the gods have
mercy upon him!
KING: It's cerminly a most dignified funeral!
sAVANT: So it scems, although logic dictates that it should be
otherwise, for in relation to the ants it means food, that is to
say a universal blewing, and the carrying of blessings and
food should be accompanied by manifestations of joy,
acclamations and singing.
k1NG: But we hear nothing — groups walking in utter silence,
SAVANT: That is s0. We hear no sound from them because they
are such tiny creatures. Who knows, though — perhaps they are
making thunderous sounds?
xinc: Perhaps they have a language?
SAVANT: Perhaps they were singing?
EING: Naturally — for them — this was a most suitable occasion
for joy and singing.
uezen: I implore you! I implore you! Do not stir up the grief of
a sorrowing father with such talk! Let us either do something
for him or keep quiet.
x1NG: Forgive mc, Minister, this was merely general talk about
the ants, but — as the Queen says ~ samething must be done,
and this has occupied us since our meeting up today.
Quzm 'Ig‘ins meeting which up till now has achieved nothing
KiNg: My dear! My dear! Your Majesty! We are still at the
stage of conferring and exchanging points of view.
gueEr: What conferring and what paints of view? There are the
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ants in front of you! They are carrying off the Minister’s son

I,
i, to make a good, wholesome meal of him. Is it so difficult for
e you, being as you are four hulking males, to zttack and crush
b thern, and to rescue the Minister’s son from their hands?
. KRING: Are we four? Where's the fourth?
Lmh aueeN: You of course.
}“ " xING: Ah, quite right. But I . . . Jeave me out of it. 1 am the
{25 1M King and the King rules and doss not fight.
= } “ PRIEST: Leave me also out of it. I am the Priest and the Priest
E SR prays and does not fight.

SAVANT: And I too, narurally. You must leave me out of ir, for
I 2m the Savant and the Savant makes research but does not
brawl.

QUEEN: Then I shall go - I, the Queen — yet T shall not say [

M
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am the Queen, but merely a female. Stand, you males, and
watch with folded arms while females go to war.

xrNo: And the Minister? Is he not 2 male like us? Why is he
standing by silently when the matter concerns him?

MINT5TER: I do not want to put you in such predicaments
because of my son.

QUEEN: As we have said, the matter is no longer merely that of
your son.

MINISTER: I am grateful, Your Majesty, but . . .

gueexN: The question is wo important to be purely a personal
one — they all know that, these most excellent leaders of the
Kingdom. Haowever, they don't want to know 30 they
pretend not to, because they are without resolution, without
willpower.

x1no: My dear Majesty . ..

QUEEN: Shut up, you effete weakling! Leave the matter in my
hands!

x1x0e: Do you want me to give up the throne in your favour?

qQUEEN: No, my dear sir. This throne of yours docs not interest
rac, does not tempt me. All I want is for you to let me act.

xixG: Don't be so headstrong, my dear. You can do nothing.
You want to attack, 10 make war, and to fight like the ants,
but this cannot happen.

QUEEN: And why not?

xIng: Ask the eminent Savant — he has the answer.

QUEEN: Speak, O eminent Savant!

xiNo: Speak and tell her why the ants know methods of warfare
and we don’t. Tell her, explain to her!

sAvaNT: First, the ants have a Minister of War.

QUEEN: A Minister of War?

SAVANT: Namrally. A minister who devotes all his attention to
the business of organizing armies. Is it reasonable that all
these vast troops should march with such discipline and order
in serried ranks withour somebody responsible behind them,
somebody specialized in organizing them?

oueER: The question’s 2 stimple one — why don’t we too have 2
specialized Minister of War?

sAavanT: That is a political matter, and I don’t understand
politcs. Ask His Majesty about thar.

QuEEN: Please be so good as to reply, Your Majesty |

xiNc: What's the question?

QueEN: Why do you not appoeint a specialized Minister of War?

nael
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EING: A specialized Minister of War? Is that in my hands?
Where is he? Let me find him and I’ll appoint him
immediatcly. We had quite enough trouble finding one
Minister, our friend here. He was good enough to accept
being a general minister to look after everything without
understanding anything,

mINISTER: If T do mot enjoy your confidence, then I am ready to
proffer my resignation,

KING: Your resignation? Do you hear? Now here's our one and
only minister threatening to resign!

Queen: No, honourable Minjster, You enjoy the confidence of
cveryone, Don’t listen to what the King says - he sometimes
Jets his tongue run away with him.

MINISTER: My thanks to Your Majesty!

XI1¥0: Your most gracious Majesty!

gueen: Then, O vencrable Savant, the whole difference is that
the anis have 2 speoialized Minister of War?

savant: That is not all they have.

Queexn: What do they have as well?

sAVANT: A brilliant Minsster of Supply.

QUEEN: A Minister of Supply?

SAVANT: A brilliant one — the operation of storing food in
warehouses on that enormous scale must have some
remarkable economic planning behind it.

Krxo: We have no need for any supply or any Minister of Supply,
because we don’t have a food crisis and have no need to plan
or store.

sAVANT: Certainly, our cconomy runs by sheer good luck — and
we boast about it}

QuEEN: Boast about 1t? ;

x1NG: Certainly, my dear. Certainly we have many things to
boast about which should not be sneezed at.

SAVANT: In confirmation of His Majesty’s opinion I would say
that we have a characteristic not found among the ants,
namely birth control. The ants let their numbers increase so
enormously that they are driven into a food and storage
crisis, and the need for food leads to war.

] KING: We are certainly in no need of food, of the storage of food,

or of war.
SAVANT: And $0 we are superior creatures.
xina: Without doubt. We attack no living creature: we harm no
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one. We do not know greed or the desire to acgquire and store
things away.

QUEEN: Are there no creatures superior to us?

savanT: No, we are the most superior creatures on the face of

the earth.
oueeN: That's right, and yet we suffer because of those other,

inferior creatures.

sAvANT: Inferiority is always a cause of trouble, but we must be
patient. We cannot bring those creatures who are lower than
vs up to the same standard of civilization as ourselves. To
each his own nature, his own environment, and his own
circumstances, The ant, for instance, is concemned solely with
food. As for us, we are more concerned with knowledge.

QueeN: Knowledge? '

sAVANT: Certainly. These long whiskers we have we do not use
only to touch food. Very often we touch with them things
which are not eaten, merely in order to seck out their nature,
to discover their reality. Do you not, Your Majesty, often
do just that?

quesn: Cermainly, Certaimly. 1 am very interested in touching
strange substances with my whiskers, not merely from my
desire for food but from sheer curiosity.

SAVANT: Yes, from curiosity, a love of knowledge, a desire to
know.

xino: And yet you say, my dear Queen, that we are weak-willed.
We are the sturdiest of crearures on earth, is that not so, O
venerable Savant?

SAVANT: Most certainly, Majesty.

KING: Are the ants stronger than us? Impossible! They do not
know us; all they know is how 1o eat us. But they do not
know who we are. Do the ants know us?

saAvANT: Of course not.

xinc: Have they got the slightest idea of the true facts about us,
about our nature? Do they realize that we are thinking
creatures?

savANT: The only knowledge they have about us is that we are
food for them.

XING: And so, in rclation to ourselves, they are inferior creatures.

gueex: Which docsn't prevent them eating us. We must find
some way of protecting oursclves from being harmed by
them.

kiNG: The only way is for us not to fall on our backs,
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QUEEN; This, then, in your view is the whole solution?

XinG: In the view of us all,

QuEEN: We have in short ended up where we began, that is to
say at nought, nought, nought! Our meeting, our discussions,
our investigations have all led us to nought, nought,
nought!

SAVANT: In rescarch there i3 no such thing as nought, Every
investigation is weful. When we touch things with our
whiskers we derive profit cven though we do not exactly
understand the true nature of those things. Which reminds
me, a few moments ago [ was saying that I had just come
from making a very important discovery but no one
appeared ready to listen.

KING: Ah, yes, it seems to me that I did hear you say so. And
whazt is the discovery? Speak — I am a ready listener.

SAVANT: This lake ...

xivo: What lake? Ah yes, of course — we were talking about a
lake and you wanted to take the Queen and me there 5o that
we might sce it,

sAVANT: And we were in fact on the point of going except that
the Priest came along. P foE P

X1NG: Yes, that is true. Let us go then. Came, let’s go now. That
is at least more worthwhile than talking ahout fairy tales and
fancifil projects! After you, my dear Majesty!

guzex: 1 shall not go with you. I shall stay here and the Minister
will stay with me. He is naturally in no psychological state
for sight-seeing.

kiNo: As you both wish. And you, O illustrious Priest, will you
come with us?

PRIEST: Buch reconnoitrings have nothing to do with me.

kinG: Then let ns away, O Savant!

The King and the Smwant go off. The (ueen, the Minister and the

QueeN: I am very sad about your loss. However, I am also sad
and distressed about the shameful atdtude of my husband.

smin1srER: Do not blame your husband, Your Majesty. Your
husband, the King, is capable of doing nothing.

gueEN: He is at Jeast capable of being serious and of making up
his mind; of being up to the situation.

MyR1sTER: The situation is difficult.

P R
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gueen: Certainly, and it nceds a strong character to face up to it,
but I am sorry to say that my husband is of a weak
character. Have you nor remarked this?

mintsTeR: We rely on you, Your Majesty.

QUEEN: Were it not that 1 am 2t his side, what would he do?
Decp down inside he fecls this, I am a stronger personality
than he, but he's always trying to fool himself, to make
himself out as superior.

MINtSTER: We all have our particular natures and characteristics.
He is nevertheless good-hearted.

guezen: [ don’t deny that. He is a truly good person but . . .

prIEST: But going around with that atheist of a Savant and
listening to his nonsense bodes no good.

mINtsTER: He also listens a Jot to you, O venerakle Priest!

PRIEST: And likewise he listens to you, O high-minded Minister!

MmiNIsTER: He listens to everyone and to everything. It is only
fair of us to say that he is a man with an open mind.

QUEEN: You defend him despite everything because without him
you'd be without a job.

MIRISTER! I, Your Majesty?

gueen: Yes, you. You in partcular, The Priest has things to
occupy him, so does the Savant, but you the Minister would
have no work to do without the King.

MINISTER: And vou, Your Majesty? You are the Queen and the
Queen . ..

Queer: Understood -~ she too hasn’t got a job withourt the King!
1 know thar

MINISTER: Sorry, I ...

QUEEN: Don't apologize! My position is like yours. I know that.
The difierence, however, is that I'm female and he's always
wanting to remind me that he's male - and that he's got
longer whiskers than me!

A cockroack appears; ke is singing.

COCKROACH [singing): O night, O lovely night
Durtng which our eyes we ciose
On things botk dzar and dread.
0 night, O lovely night.
With anz eye we go to slegh,
With the other we impatiently awai!
The breaking of the lucent dawn.
O mght, O lovely might.
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QueEN: Who's that singing?
MINISTER (looking): He is a subject cockroach.
UEEN: One of our subjects? Singing while we're thinking,
ht}::king from early morning about his problem! Bring him
MINISTER (calling to htm): Hey you, come here!
COCKXROAGH (approaching): Yes,
MINIsTER: Who are you?
cocr;n o:c H: Somcone who sings and strives after his daily
read.
{Mrx1sTER: You are singing when we are thinking for you?
cockroacH: And who asked you to think for me? I think for
myseil.
MINISTER: I'm the Minister,
COCKROACH (sareartically): It’s an honsur I'm sure.
MINISTER: We are thinking about an important problem that
threatens your life — the problem of the ants. You've come
along at the right time. We'd like you and others to
co-operate with us. What da you think?
cocxroacH: I think you should let me be.

He turns kis back on inm and depants singing :

O night, O lovely night
During whick our eyes we close.

MINISTER (fo the Queen) : It’s no good!
QUEEN: It really isn't!

The Savant looks down from on top of the owler wail of the bath.

SAVANT (calling out from on lop of the wall); Help! Help!

euzen: What's happened?

savanT: The King.

QUEEN (anxiously) : What's happened to the King?

SAvVANT: His foot slipped — he fell into the lake!

QuEeen: Fallen into the lake? How temible!

MINISTER: Is the King dead?

SAVANT: Not yet. The lake’s dry, it's got no water in it. Its
walls are slippery and he's at the foot of them trying to get out.

QUEEN: Then let's go and help him to get out, Help him! Save
him! For Heaven's sake, save my husband!
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SAVANT {shenting): Stay where you are! There is no way of
saving him — you can't get down 1o him.

QUEEN: We must do something for him. Let's all go.

savanT: Do not move! The walls along the edge of the lake are
slippecy and your feet too may slip and you'll fall in,

gueen: My husband must be saved! Save my husband! I
besezch you — save him!

MINISTER: Yes, the King must be saved!

savAnT: No one can do so. He is in the very depths of the
chasm. The walls are slippery. One’s feet will slip on the
smooth walls, Only he can save himself, only by his owm
cflorts — or a miracle from the skies!

PRIEST: A miracle from the skies! Now you speak of a miracle
from the skirs!

MINISTER: This is your chance, O Prisst!

QUEEN: Yes, 1 implore you, O Priest, 1o do something about my
husband. I implore you!

pr1esT: Has not this Savant said that there is no one¢ in the
Heavens to hear us?  «

savarT: Don't seize the opportunity to be coy! Anyone who is
able to do something now should do so.

gueEeN: Yes, Do something, O Priest — please!

MINISTER: It's your duty, O Pricst — save the King!

pR1esT: There is nothing for me to do but pray.

MiN1sTER: Then we ask you to pray.

PrIEST: All of us must pray. Even this Savant must pray with us,
but he will not accept to do so.

guzeN;: He will, he will accept for our sake, for the sake of my
husband.

sAVANT: I shall accept to do so so that I may invalidate his
argument. I there really is someone up there who hears our
voices, understands our language, and pays attention to our
entreatics, that's ing. If not, we have lost nothing.

MINISTER: So he has accepted.

PRIEST: A most grudging acceptance.

savanT: [ told you he'd ger coy and start making excuses.

MiNisTER: Please, O Priest, be obliging.

QUEEN: Be sure that our hearts are all with you at this moment.

rrresT: Not all of you.

miNisTER: Pay uo heed to him. Pretend he's not here. Won't our
three voices suffice?
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savanT: I said [ would join my voice to yours — what more do
vou want of me?

PrIzsT: I don’t want your voice to be with ours — ir’s enough to
have one doubting voice to spoil the rest.

SAVANT: And what's my veicc to you? Is it being addressed 1o
you or to the Heavens? Leave it to the Heavens to
listen or not, whether you yourself accept or not.

MINISTER: That is reasonable.

QUEEN: Truly. Leave the matter to the Heavens, oh venerable
Pricse, and don't bother yourself about it. Who knows?
Maybe, unbeknownst to us, it will be acceptable.

exiesT: So be it!

QueeN: Then ler us all pray.

PriEsT: Pray! Lift up your hands with me! Oh gods!

ALL (lifting up their kands and calling out): Oh gods! Oh gods!

CURTAIN

Act Two ~ The Cockroach’s Struggle

A bedroom with a bed, o wardrobe, and a small lable on which yests
an alarm clock. A large table stands between two chairs: on &t are
papers and books. The room hos a small door leading to the bathroom,
which contains @ bath and & busin with a mirror aboue it, also a shelf
on whick are toothbrishes and tubes of tovihpaste. From the bedroom
another door opiens onto the vest of the fliat. The room is vather dark;
day is beginning to dawn, light sesping through the room, As it gets
lighter, Adil suddenly sits up and then gets out of bed; ke performs
various vigerous gymrastic movements. His wife Samia wakes up and
Ralf rises in the bed. She puts on a small bedside light,

SAMIA (furning fo her husband): You're up, Adil?

apir; Of course.

sAMIA: Has the alarm gone ofi?

apir: Of course not —- as usual I got up by myselfl

saMIA; What an odd alarm! Didn’t we set it for six before going
to bed?

ApIL: We did = as we do every night. However, it waits till I get
up by myself and then rings. (The alorm clock goes off.)

saMiA: There = it's ringing.

Ap1L: It does it on purpose, 1 assure youw

samra: No harm done so long as you're . . .

ADIL: As I'm ringing in its stead?

samra: And that vou wake up on time.

Apis: For you that’s all that matters.

He moves towards the bathroom.

saMIA: Where are you going?

aniti To the bathroom of course.

SAMIA (jumping out of bed): Of with you — I'm first.

ABIL: Yes, as usval. I ger up before you and it's you who get to
the bathroom before me.

samia: That's only nght. .



apir: How is it right? As T wake up before you I should have
tI:;ehbathroom first. From today onwards I'm sticking to my
rights.

sAMIA: You say that every day — it's a record I've beard only too

anivr: Because it’s my right! It's my right, [ say!

samra: Off with you! Don’t waste time! I'm going in before you
because my work demands .. .

aoi: Your work! I suppose I'm out of work? If you're a
company employee, 1 happen to be also employed by the
same company, and if you're in 2 hurry so am I. Besides, I've
got to shave which your haven’t.

saura; I've got something more important than having to shave.

ADIL: And what might that be? W

samia: To do my make-up, my dear man: You don't have to
make up.

apivL: And what do you have to make up for when you're going
off to work in an oils, paints, and chemicals factory?

santa: What a fatous question!

apiL: Give me an answer,

saMia: Listen! Don’t waste any more time. Please get away from
the bathroom and let me in.

ADIL: No, you don’t! Today I'll not weaken — I'll stick to my
rights. I'll not give in today.

samra: You're rebelling?

ADIL: Yo3.

samra: You say ‘yes'?

ApiL: Yes

samia: And you repeat it?

ApiL: Yes,

sAMIA: [ warn you. This is 2 waming.

ApiL: Whar are you going to do?

sAMIA: Get our of my way — at once!

Apir: Only over my dead body!

saMia: Is that so? All right, then!

She pushes kim roughly. He almost falls, bul catches hold of the bed.
apiL: Good God! Have you gone crazy, Samia? Why are you
shoving me about Iike this?

sAMIA: It's you who wants to usc foree. Everything can be settled
nice and quictly. *Bye!

Compiled by
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Shs enters the bathroom, He hurries ofter fer. She locks the bathroom
door in hix face. He raps on i,

ApiL: Open it! Open it! This is no way to behave! It's nota
question of force. You seize your righes by force — I mean my
rights. 1t's my right. You scize my right by sheer force. Open
up ! Open upl

snump(in.dds thupbmhranm ~ she is doing her hair in front of the mirror
and humming Lo herself) : Please shut up. Don’t annoy me by

ing like that!

Ap1v: By what right do you go in before me?

saxTA: [ came in and there's an end to it

ADPIL; But it's a marter of principle.

SAMIA: A matter of what?

ApiL: Of principle ~ of principies. Den't you know what
principles are?

samiA; I haven't yet read the morning papers.

AapiL: What are you talking about?

saM1A: I'm telling you to occupy yourself usefully unuil I've
finished having my bath.

Apir: Occupy myself?

saMiA: Yeu, with anything, because 1 want quiet — quiet.

Apte: Quict? You tell me to be quiet?

sAx1a: Listen, Adil, turn on the radio.

ApiL: Tum on what?

SAMIA (furning on the bosin tap): Tumn the 1ap on.

ADIL: The tap? You want me to turn the tap on for you as well?
But the tap’s where you arc,

saumia: I told you to tum on the radio.

Apir: The radio?

sam1a: Yes, the radio.

Apir: You said the tap.

samia: The tap? Would I be so crazy as to say such a thing? I
told you to turmn on the radio! The radio! Can ysu hear me

?

properiy:
ApiL: I'm sorxy, it's my fult. It's always my fault.

SAMIA (moisteming the toothbrush and taking up the tube of toothpasic):

What horribie toothpaste! One of your lordship's purchases!

ADTL (going towards the radio standing on the lable): Why am I 30
weak with you? But — but is it really weakness? No, it’s
impossible — it's merely that I spoil you. I spoil you because
you're & woman, 2 weak woman, the weaker sex.

Michael
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(He turns on the radip and the voice of the announcer bursts forth.)

Amauym: And here is the summary of the news: The black

nationals rose up in revolt following the i

white colonialists by force of . . , g e e

ADIL (lowering the polume) : They rose up in revolt!

saMra: I told you to turn on the radio.

AprL; It's on.

sauzA: But I can't hear any singing or music,

AD1L: It's the news. The news! Am I 2iso responsible for the
radio programmes?

sAM1A: Tumn to another station, man,

ADIL: As you say.

He twns to another siation and o sonp is heard >

“The atiainment of desires in not by Roping ;
T&iug:qf&h}wwﬁmgaﬁndb-_ym,;ng)

SAMIA the song to herself in the : "Thi
i workd e g ) Things of

ADIL: Happy?

sAura: Of course — it’s a beautiful song,

ADIL:!ThiI;g! of this world are gained by striving! (He lowers the
colume,

ADIL (forezfully) : Look here, Samia! Open up! Open up! Y wan:
to say something important to you!

saMIa: I haven't had my bath yet.

ApiL: I want to know, I wanta quick explanation: Who am [?

saMiA: What are you saying?

ApIL; I'm asking you who I am.

samra: What a question! You're Adil of course.

ADIL: Adil who?

saM1A: Adil my husband,

ADpiy: Is that all?

sAKIA: What do you mean? Do you want your surnam job,
and date of birth? It’sallwrirlcndmvny‘;'orybum ;'olu.r

apiv: I know. I wasn't asking about that. 1 was askin,
true identity. Do you know what my true idt:ntitygi:?lw“t o

sAMIA: No, you tell me.

ArpiL: Pm the wodd!
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saMia: The world?

ADIL: Yes, the world thar is gained by striving. You take everything
1 have and ] take nothing of yours. You get hold of the whole
of my salary and I ean’c touch a millieme of yours. All the
pavments, cxpenses, bills, instalments, all come out of my
pocket: your dressmaker — your hairdresser — the instalments
on your car — your petrol ~ your "fridge — your washing machine
— your Butagas . . .

saMia: My Bumagas? Talking about the Butagas, listen, Adil -
don't forget to get in touch with them to send a fresh bottle.

apiL: And it's T who always has to get in touch!

saMia: I've got work to do as you know.

apiL: And I've got no work? Your job's werk and mine's play?

samia: Won't you stop tyrannizing me with your chatter!

ADIL: And now it’s I who tyrannize vou!

saMia: Please - I've got a headache. 1 want to have my bath in
peace — in peace, do you hear? I've told vou a thousand
times 1o occupy yoursell with something, man. Read the
morning paper, take a needle and thread and sew the
buttons on your shirt, get the breakfast ready . ..

apivi: Shall I get vour breakfast?

saM1a: Yes, instead of talking a lot of rubbish.

ADIVL (sitting on his bed and placing his kead in the paims of Ais hands):
Ah...

sam1a: Why are you so quict? (Adil remens gloomily immersed in
silence.) Adil! [Adi] doer not reply. He pety up and walks gbout the
reem.) Why are you 30 quict, Adil? What are you doing out
there? (Adil does not reply but stands Rimself wn front of her framed
photo standing on the tebiz by the bed)) Why don't you repiy,
Adil? Arc you in the room?

ApIL: Yes. in the room.

saMIA: What are you doing now?

apivL: I'm looking at your picture.

He is in fact looking at the picture ~ but with fury; he makes a
gesture of wanting 2o strangle her.

saM1A! Are vou looking at my picture?

ApiL: Yes — with longing,

samtAa: Is this the time for it? I told you to do something useful.
aprc: Such as?

samIA: Go to the kitchen and put on the milk to hear untl the
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cook comes. By the way, did you turn on the Butagas? I'll
be bighting the water heater in a while < are you listening?

ADIL: I'm listening.

samIa: Hurry up and do it, please,

ADiL: Certainly. This is unnatural, It must be that 'm not a
normal person. (e knocks at the bathroom dgor.)

SAMIA (cleaning her teeth and rinsing her mouth) : What do you want?

ADIL (shouting) : I'm not a normal person! Can you hear? Not
normal!

saMiA: Not normal? Who's not normal?

Apir: I’'m not - I'm not normal.

SAMIA: Are you ill?

ADIL: I shall carry out your orders: the Butagas — the heater —
the bath - the heater - the bath — the Butagas ~ the heater -
the bath — the bath - the bath —

aamra: Hurry up, Adill

aprL: Right away, (He goes to the telephone on the table, lifts the
receivar and dialy a number.) Hullo. Hullo, Raafat? Good
morning, Raafat. Listen. Listen. No, no, I'm not upset. Do
you think I sound upset? No, no, notatall. I... I'm only
. .. tell me: are you awake? Ah, of course you're awake
seeing that you're talking to me. No, no ... I meant ...
have you had your bath? Oh yes . .. good. No, I haven't
done anything yet. I got up early. That’s the root of the
problem. Tell me, talking about baths . . . yes, baths , . . has
your wifz . . . no, sorry . . . it's a stupid question. No, no,

nothing. I only wanted to talk to you, merely to . . . merely
1o ... nothing. Yes. Yes. Nothing at all. No, no . .. don’t be
alarmed. I'm only . . . actually, I feel that I'm . .. yes, I'm
not completzly all right. No, it's not all that bad. Of course
I'l go out. Yes, we'll meet at the factory as usnzl, Samia ...
she's in the bath. In the bath, old man . .. in the bath. I'll
give her your regards. No, ne, don’t worry yourself. I'm fine
... fine, Raafar. "Bye. 'Bye.

During the telephone conversation Samia har been trying tn uain to
put on the waler heater. At lost, ar Adil puls down the receiver, she
cpens the door.

saMia: Your lordship was chatting on the telephone while I
thought you'd gone 1o the kitchea to put on the Butagas,
ADIL: A hurried conversation.

IR el e
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sAMIA: With someone at the company?

AniL: With a lady.

samia: A lady?

ADIL: Yo, a lady . . - a friend,

sayia: Do I know her?

ADIL: No, she's a new friend — a most pleasant person.

saMiA: Married?

apiL: Of course not.

sAM1A: Someone who works in the company?

aprL: No, someone far away from that atmosphere. Just a lady, 2
beautiful lady, a refined lady, amenable and unassuming.

samia: Adil, this is nio time for these glorious imaginings.

ADIL: Imaginings? .

sAM1A: OFf course, imaginings. After five years of marriage, don't
you think I know what you are?

ADIL: And what am 12

sasia: Don't go on asking me that question every moment. ‘Nillr
you piease note that I haven’t yet had my bath, that 1 haven't
done my hair, in fact haven't done 2 thing up until now
except 1o talk nonsense with my respected husband. 1
haven’t even lit the heater bscause you've refused to be
serious and have just sat around chatting on the phone.

ApiL: God Almighty! )

SAMIA (motianing to him to go te the Kitcher}: Do you mind?

ADIL {making his way mezkly to the kitcher): Why trouble to say ‘de
you mind'? You know I'll comply with the order.

saMIA: Of course I know that. (Ske examiner her hair in the mirror.)

ADIL (frem cffstage, in lhe kitchen) : OF course. I'm now in the
kitehen rurning on the Butagas for you.

samza: Thank you. (She goes o the keater in the bethroom ard lights it
as she hums to herself.)

ADIL [ frem offistage): And the bottle of milk by the door — I'm
taking it in and putting it on to heat. Any other orders?

Samia continues humming to herself.

ADIL (entering, wiping ais hands and singing): The ataiament of
desires is not by hoping.

SAMEA (going towards the bathraom door): Adil, pass me the towel,
will you?

ADIL (passes ker the towel): The towel,

sAMIA: And the bathrobe too.



34 THE FATE OF A COCKROACH AND OTHER PLAYS.

ADIL (presenting her with the bathrobe): And the bathrobe. You've
got the soap and sponge?

samra: The botde of cau-de-Cologne please.

ADIL (passing iter the botile): And the ean-de-Cologne.

saMIA: And the tin of powder.

Adil passes her the powder.

samra: And now get out!
ADIL: I'm out!

Samia closes the door of the bathreom and walks forward, fumming:
2 herself, lowards the baih. She no sooner looks inside it than she
lets out 4 scream.

ADIL (silting with lowered fiead and then rising up tn elarm at fer
seream); What's wrong?
SAMIA (opening the door of the bathroom and sereaming) i Adil! Adil!
Come quickly and look!
ADIL (going lowards the bathroom): What is it? What's happencd ?
SAMIA (potniing lo the insige of the batk): Look!
ADIL (lonks inta the batk): 1t's a cockroach.
saMia: Of course it's 2 cockroach, but how did it get in here?
ApiL: In the same way any cockroach gets into a house,
samia: I mean here, into the tb, into the bath,
Apir: Perhaps it fell from the ceiling,
sa\ulﬁ:{ Tke bath must be cleaned at once, but first it must be
ilied.
AprL: Killed?
saMIa: At once. You've got the insceticide in the kitchen.
AniL: It's I who's going to be.entrusted with killing it?
saxrA: Of course,
apir: Of course, but losk! I¥'s going to come out by imell.
sapmia: It would be bewer if it came out by itself because killing
it in the bath will make a mess.
ADpiL: Yes, it would be preferable if it were to come out nice and
quictly so that it doesn’t dirty the bath for you.
SAMIA: And when it comes out you can deal with it far away,
ApIL: Yes, far away from you,
saMia (looking into the bath): It doesn’t look as if it will be able to,
ADIL (looking closely) = It's wrying.
sasmra: It's slipping.
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ADIL: The walls of the bath arc shppery.
sAMIA: Yes, no sooner docs it start climbing than it slips and falls,
anrr: Bur it goes on trying.
saMia: And goes on again and again.
ADIL: With the same procedure.
SAMIA (continung lo look): Yes. Yes.
ApiL: Look, Samia. With all its serength it's climbing up the
slippery wall,
saMia: And there it is slipping back again. There — it's fallen all
the way back.
ADIL: And it's starting off to repeat the attempt.
san1a: Up it goss, up it goes. It's slipped! It's slipped! It's falien!
aprr: Don't vou notice something, Samia?
saMia: What?
apir: That it's always at the same place,
sAMIA: Approximatcly a third of the way to the top of the bath.
apir: Yes, then it falls,
sAMIA: Soit's unable to climb more than that. |
ADiL: Because the walls of the bath are less steep near the borrom,
which makes climbing easier. After that, though, it's straight
up.
sAxmp: That's not the reason. Cockroaches can easily ciimb up a
perpendicular wall, also along a ceiling. The reason 1
because it's slippery — no wall or eciling is as slippery as this,
apir: How then can a cockroach climb up a wall of porcelain
tiles, which is as slippery as this bath-tub?
saMIA: And who told vou that cockroaches can climb up a
porcelain tile wall?
Antr: Can't they?
sAura: Have you over scen it?
an:s: I rather imagined I had.
sasmia: Imagined you had? So your lordship is imagining things!
apit: And you — have you seen it?
sAMiA: No, and so long as I have not seen 2 cockroach climbing
up a wall of porcelain tiles 1 am unable to say that it could
happen.
Apir: Sounds logic.
SAMIA! Aren't you pleased with my logic?
apiz: Did 1say I wasn’t? ] was wondering, merely wondering.
Is it impossible that something one has't seen with one’s
own cyes can happen?
sAMTA! Whoever said such a thing?
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ADIL: I imagined you said something like thac.
sauia: You imagined! Once again you're imagining things.
Please don't imagine! )
ADIL: As you say. I shall not imagine any more. As you wish me
to be so positivistic, aliow me © look in the dictionary,
samia: Look for what?
ADIL: For the habits of cockroaches. Just 2 moment.

He hurries 1o the shelf of books by the bed end brings back a
dictionary.

samra: Hurry up, please.

ADIL (turning vver the pages): Right away. Co . . . cock
cockroach, also known as black-bestle,

samra: Black-heetle?

ADIL: Yes, black-beetle,

saMia: 1 prefer the word cockroach.

aprs: I too,

sAMIA: What else does the dictionary say?

ADIL: The cockroach er black-beatle is a harmiul fnsect that
infests cloth, food, and paper. It is often found in lavatories
and has long bairy horns or whiskers. 1t spoils more food
than it actually requires as nourishment. It can live for about
a year.

SAMIAL A year? It lives for a year?

anyr: If it's not done away with and is lcft to enjoy its life.

samMta: Spoiling our foed and clothes!

ADIL (closing the dictionary) : That's all it says in the dicdanary,

SAMIA: And now?

ADIL; And now what? <

SAMIA: Are we going to go on like this looking at the cockroach?

Ap1L: It's an enjoyable spectacle — don't you find it 507

samra: What abouc the work we've got to do?

ADrL: Quite right — work.

samra: We've got to put an end 1w it.

AD1L: And how do we pur an end to it? This is something which
is not in cur hands.

SAMIA: I_n whose hands, then?

ADIL (painiing lo the cockroach). In its hands, It's stll climbing.

samia: And also still falling.

ADIL: Yes, it climbs, then it rolls over, then it falls, Note the

i i
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procedure: climbs, then slips, then rolls over, then falls to
the bottom of the bath-tub.

samra: It climbs, then slips, then rolls over, then falls to the
bottom of the bath-tub,

ap1L: Exacdy. Then it starts off again, without resting, without
respite. It climbs .. .

sAMIa: Then itslips. ..

apiL: Then it rolls over . .,

samIA: Thenitfalls ...

ApiL: Then it climbs . ..

samra: Lisien, Adil — and then what?

ApiL: It hasn't had its final word.

samra: I think that's plenty.

ADIL: Arc you saying that to me?

samIa: Please, if vou've got time to waste I haven't.

apirL: Good God, and is that my fault?

samsa: Am I going to have my bath or aren't I?

Apir; Go ahead! Have [ stopped you?

saMia: And the cockroach?

ApiL: I am responsible only for myselll

saMia: Which means that you intend 1o leave it like this inside
the bath?

aprvr: I think it's better to leave it as it is so that jt can solve its
problem by itscll

sAMIA: Arc you joking, Adil? Is thix a time for joking?

ADIiL; On the tontrary, I'm being extremely serious. Do vou
not see that it's sull trying to save iwself, so let's leave it to
try,

samia: Undl when?

apIL: We cannot - cither you or I - decide when. That depends
on its willpower — and up untl now it has shown ne intention
of discontinuing its attempts. Look! Se far it is showing no
sign of being tired.

saMia: Bur I'm ured.

apiL: Unforunately.

saMIA: And you? Aren't vou tred?

anir: Of course, the same as you, but there's nothing to be done
about it.

samia: In short, I'm not having mv bath today, or dressing, or
zoing off o my job ~ all because of a cockroach which has
fallen into the bath-tub 2nd my solicitous husband who
stands watching it and talking drivel.



apis: Thank you!

SAMIA: As one cannot depend upon you, I suppose I must act.
ADIL! What are you going to do? '
saMIA: Get the insecticide and look after things mysell.

ADIL: You're going to destroy the cockroach?

sAMIA: Right away.

AntL: Then go off and hring the insceticide.

samra: I'll do just thae

Samia hurries off to the kilchen and Adii quickly locks the bathyoom
door from the inside. Samia, roling what has Rappened, tarms back
and raps al Lhe locked door, Adil, inside the batiroom, mones towayds
the bath, humming fo fimself.

SAMIA; What have you done, Adil? Open it!

E A;z‘; does nol veply to her: he is looking at the cockroach in the
a

saMra: Have you done ir, Adil?

ADIL {pomting at the cockroach): Up you E9...up
step. Goon...goon..,

SAMIA (rapping at the door): Adil, open it!

,\m:iigtc: the cockyoaci): Stick to it! Stick o ir? Struggle for your

c. .

SAMI1A (knocking pigorousiy): 1 tol 1 i i
e youghc,f: m:_;} old you to open up, Adil, Open it!

ADIL (fo the cockrouck): They want to kill you with insecticide.
_D‘an‘r be afraid — I’ll not open the door. Stick to it! Stick to

B &

SAMIA r:rrappir:g at the door) : Open the door, Adil! Open up, 1 tell
you!

ADIL (fe the ¢ockroack); What 2 shame! You slipped, vou rolled
aver and fell down as vou de each time. ’

SAMIA (rapping at the door): Can't you hear all this knocking?

ADIL (I8 the cozkroack): You want to have another go. Onee again
you're starting to climb. Why don't you rest a while? Rest
for a2 moment, brother! Give yourself a breather? But what’s
the point? (shouting) There's no point!

saMIA: No point? You say there’s no point?

AD1L: Not to you!

saMIA: S0 you've uttered at last! Are you going to open up
eventually or not?

.. up. Another
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apiL: No.

SAMIA! Are you saying no?

apic: Yes,

sAMIA! Are you saying ne or yes?

ADIL: No and ves,

samia: Speak intelligibly. Are you going to open up or not?

apit: I'll open up and T'll not open up.

saMia: Don't annoy me — define your attitude!

ApniL: You define yours!

samra: Mine’s clear — very clear.

Apit: In relation 1o whom?

saMIa: To vou of course.

Ap1L: I'm not asking about your attitude in rclation 1o myself,
I'm asking about your attitude in relation to it.

samiar What's 1t?

apiv: The cockeoach,

samia: No, you've really gone mad! (The tefephons rings, She
hurries of to it and lifts up the recetver.) Hullo. Who is it speaking ?
Ah, good morning, Mr. Raafat. No, we're not dressed yet,
nor had brealfast, nor done a thing all morning — neither he
nor I. He spoke to you? Ah, it was he who rang you. I have,
in fact, noticad something strange about him: ynnatural,
sick. Yes, he's in the bathroom. No, he's locked himself in.
A cockroach, my dear sir. Yes, an ordinary cockroach. No.
No. It’s a long story. Yes, when we mect. No, I don't think
he's intending to go 1o work. I myself am late. Quite
definitely something’s happened to him. No, don't you worry.
The company doctor? And whar can the company doctor do?
I'm most gratchul, Mr, Raafat. Where's Yusniyya? Good
moming, Yusriyva. Your husband noticed and told you? No,
don’t you worry, Yusrivya. I'm very grateful to both you
and Mr. Raafat. Thank you. Thank you. (5ke puts down the

receiver.)
The cook enters; she is carrying the sausepan of milk.

coox: Who put the milk on the fire and left ic? The milk’s all
boiled over on to the foor 2nd the saucepan’s quite empty.

SAMIA (pointing lo the bathroom) : It's his lordship.

cook: And what’s he been interfering in the kitchen for?

saMia: And why are you latc today?

cook: Transport.



::,;n;;\i.gxdp;ckcd. not even a place to stand, isn’t that so?

Samia: I know your exzuse, know it in a !

coox: Shall I prepare the breakiast? e

SAMIA: Breakfast? You'd better wait till we see where it's all
going to end. {Ske poinis at the batkroom,)

COOK (luoking towardy the bathroom) : It's him?

SAMIA: Yes, inside - he's locked himself in.

caox: Why? I hope nothing’s wrong.

sAaMra: The cockroach,

Goox: Cockroach?

SAMIA: (;..c:;kyl;crc, Umm Attiya, did you clean the bath well

coox: Of course, Ma'am — with ic aci

Samia: Impassible. A

coox: The bottle's along by the Litchen.

SAMIA: You're sure?

cook: 1 swear to you.

sAx1A: Then where'’s this wretched cockroach come from?

cook: From the skylight, from the stairs, from the pipes, i'rom
out of _thc cracks in the walls — however much you c‘lcan a
house it's bound to have cockroaches and ants.

All this time Adi! kas been in the bathroom engrossed in warcking
:i;’ ?;f;-mz’ He makes gestures 10 1t a5 he follows it <limbing up
o W?,i | oum; by sight and miming he expresses all hic cmotions

SAMIA (suddenly shouting): Oh, and where's it all po; 2
poar nerves! My poor nerves| TR

COOK: ?qhail I bring you a cup of tea?

SAMIA: No, you go about your work and let me be for t

€oox: The insecticide’s along by the kitchen Ma‘:a:r: ?‘ll:ltgn‘mML
itand.,. ' . .

SAMIA: Ioké_zow the insecticide's in the kitchen bue the trouble is
.I"n; abozv:u go and let me alone, Umm Attiya — I know whar

COOK: As'yau say, Ma'am. (She goes out.)

SAMIA (gmg fowards the batfroom and rapping at the door): Listen

.\D(;\{dll';_;o \:am 0 hage 2 few words with you. Are you iistcr;ing?
us:m 4 ; TOUING OF interrupting his watching of the cockroach); I'm
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saumia: 1 think things have gone on quite long cnough.
ADIL {automatically echuing her tords) : Long enough.
samia: And there’s a limit to one's patience,
AapiL: One's patienge.
SAMIA: And my nerves are in ribbons,
Aprr: In ribbons.
sAMIA: And you're behaving ridiculously.
Apir: Ridiculously,
SAMIA (shouting): This is unbearable! Won't you answer me?
Answer anything! Answer! Answer! Answer!
ADIL: Answer! Answer! Answer!
sAMIA (leawing the bathroom door in despair): It's hopeless! There's
no lenger any point in speaking to that creature. He just
repeats my words like 2 parrot. We've now got a cockroach
and a parrot in the bathroom!
cooK {entering) : Today you're both later than usual, Ma’am.
saumia: Of course,
cook: Today's 2 huliday?
samia: It's not a holiday or anything of the sort - it's a working
day as usual,

cook: All right but . . .
samia: But what? His lordship’s lacked himself up in the

bathroom and doesn’t want to open it, nor does he want to
answer me. ['ve given up kaocking and trying to talk to him.
I've come to the end of my tether with him . . . there's no
way of making contact with hizxe.

cook: Seaing that he’s bolted himselfin ...

saMia: There's only one way.

coox: Let’s try it.

samia: Do you know what it is?

cook: No.

sAM1A: Break down the door.

cook: Break down the bathroom door?

SAMIA: YES5.

cook: And who's going to do that?

saMta: Can’t you?

coox: Me?

samia; Cerzinly, you'd apt be able to0.

cook: It's a solid door and would need a carpenter . ..

samia: Go and fetch a carpenter.

coox: There's no carpenter near-by in the district.

samip: What's 10 be done?
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cooxk: Leave it in the hands of the Almighty. We'll let him be
for a while until he gets fed up and opens up of his own accord.
saMIa: He won't get fed up. So long as that wretched thing's got
a breath of life in it.
coox: But he'll have to come out 50 as to go to work.
samia: He'll forget work or pretend to. I know him — sometimes
he forgets himself. Many times he's unable to get any control
over himself or over his time.
coox: And your own work, Ma'am?
samia: That's the trouble. I can't go without him because they'll
ask me about him. What shall 1 say to them? Shali I say that
he hasn’t turned up 10 work because he's engrossed in
wiltching a cockroach in the bath?
coox: Say that he’s tired, indisposed,
saMia: They'll immediately send round the company doctor.
coox: Let him come and good luck to him!
sania: And if he examines him and finds he's not indisposed at
all?
coox: That's true,
samta: He's always geting me into such embarrassing situations.
I T weren't always alongside him to resouc him and guide
him he'd get into any number of scrapes.
cooxk: May the Almighty keep you and give you strength!
samia: He always yiclds to me, he never disobeys me.
coox: That's cvident,
saMia: What's happened to him then this morning? 1 said to
him: Qpen up! Open up! but he scemed stone-deaf.
coox: All his life he's paid atrention to what you have to say.
samra: Except for today. I don’t know what's happened to him.
coox: Somebody’s put the evil cyc on him.
saMia: And where will be theend of it?
coox: Be patient, Ma’am. Pavence is a virtue,
samra: My parience has run out, it's finished, it’s had it!
COOK (lroking tn the direction of the bothroom): But you mean to say
that all he's doing is just watching a cockroach?
saMia: You dorn’t believe it?
coox: Honestly, Ma'am, if it weren’t that 1 belicve cvery word
you say I'd not make head or tail of it.
sauia: Of course ~ this wouldn't happen with 2 normal man.
coox: Shall I speak to him, Ma’am?
sAMIA: You?
cook: I'll have a go.
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saMi1A; Go on!

The cook fknockt on the bathroom door. Adil, motionless, ix still
walching what is going on in the bath-tub.

COOK (she knocks again, then again and again, and finaily showts out):
I'm Umm Attiva. .

ADIL {raising his head): Umm Atdya? What do you want?

cook: To wash the bathroom floor.

apiL: 1t's forbidden.

coox: Forbidden?

apir: Taday it's forbidden.

goox: I'll bring 2 new piece of soap far the bath.

apir: There's soap here.

cook: A clean towel?

apir: There is one. There's everything.

coox: Don't you need anything?

ADpiL: All I need is for you to take yourself ofl and shut up,

COOK: Just as you say.

Tke cook returns despondently to Samia.

samra: I told you it was no good.

cook: You're quite right. ; :

sAMIA: So what’s to be done? One's got to do something, one's
simply got to. )

coox: Calm down, Ma’am, and lcave things to the Almighty!

saM1Aa: One can't just shuc up about it = one can’t!

She walks nervously about the room, whrile the cook watches her and
sighs. There is a ring at tae door,

coox: It's the front door!

sania: Who could it be?

cooxk: I'll go and sce. (She goes ont.) ) ot s

SAMIA (standing up and listening, then califng out): Who is it, Cm
Attiya? ’

CoOK {entering in a state of fierpy): It's the doctor, Ma'’am!

samia: Doctor? What doctor? o

goox: He said he was the company doctor. I put him in the
lounge. )

sasiA: The company doctor? Ah, no doubt Raafat sent him,
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thinking that the situation demanded it. And now what's to
be done? This is just what I feared. (Ske moves towards the
bathroom door and knocks.) Adil! Open up, Adil — there’s
something very important.

ADIL (his gaze divected at the inside of the bath) : 1 know — very
unportant.

samia: The situation’s critical.

Apir: No doubt about it. (Fle points to the cockroach in the bath,) Its
situation is indeed critical, and you know its situation is
critical.

sAMIA: Whose situation? I'm talking about your situation.

apiL: That also is only too well known.

saMia: Open up, Adil. Open up so 1 can explain the situation to
you.

aptL: The situation’s clear and requires no explaining.

saMiA: You're wrong, something new's occurred: the doctor's
coma.

apiL: Doctor? You've brought a doctor? — 1o do away with this
poor thing? An entomologist of course?

samiA: Eantomologist? What are you talking about? The doctor's
come abour you. Open up — the doctor’s here for you.

Ap1L: For me? An entomologist?

saM1A: What entormologist, Adil? The company doctor; the
company doctor’s come to examine you.

ADYL (jumping fo his feet) : What's that you're saying?

saM1A: Open up and I'l] explain to you.

ADIL (reelizing what she's up o) : Open up? Not likely! I've heard
that one befare!

sAMIA: I'm not fooling, Adil, and I'm not playing a trick, I'm
talking seriously: the company doctor has arrived and is in
the Jounge, It scerns Raalat sent him thinking you were ill.

AprL: Meill? '

sAaMia: So Raafat understood, and the doctor's actually come.

Apir: If he's actually come, why don't I hear his voice?

samia: He's in the lounge. I told you he was in the lounge ~ and '

please don't make him wair any longer!

ApiL: In short, you want me to open up?

saM1A: Of course, in order to be able to deal with the question of
the doctor.

Apnrn: Cut this story of the doctor out!

saMiA: Don’t you believe he's here?

ApiL: If he's really come for me, let him speak 10 me himself.
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samIA: You want him to come in here?

ADIL: Isn't that the normal thing? )

saMia: All right. (She calls out.) Umm Artiya - ask the doctor ro
eome in here.

cook: Certainly, Ma'am.

Samia hurriedly arranges her hair and clothes preparatery o meeting
the doctar.

ook (af the door): Please, in hcrc,_ Dactor.

SAMIA (mecting furn): Please come 1n, Doctor.

DOCTOR (rnlers carrying a small bag): Good morning.

samIA: Good morning. It seems we've put you out for no .. .

pocToR: Not at all. I was already dressed and was about to
leave when Mr. Raafat contacted me by telephone. 1 came
along immediately — my howse is just near ‘by.

sAMIA: We are extromely grateful but. ..

poctor;: And how does Mr. Adil feel?

samia; The factis he's ... ,

pocTor;: In any event everything will become clear when I've
examined him. Where is he, might I ask? )

SAMIA: He's ... he's . .. he's here in the bathroom. I'll call him.

pocroxr: Let him take his bath in peace.

sAMIA: He's not taking a bath. He's . .. justa moment. (She '
bnocks at the batkraom door.) Adil! Open up, Adil - the doctor’s
waitng.

apir: Where is he?

samia: Here in the room, Answer him, Doctor!

pocror: Mr, Adil!

aniL: Good God! It's true!

POOTOR (to Samia): What's he saying?

sAMIA (&0 Adil): You belicve me? Now open up! :

ADIL (opening the door of the bathroom ara standing by it) s Doctor?
Truly I'm most embarrassed . . .

pocTor: How are you now, Mr. Adil?

apin: I? I'm fine.

pocTor: Fine?

apiv: Naturally, ‘ _

saMiA: But he feit slightly unwell early this morung.

aprL: I? ) ‘ .
saM1A: OF course you. Since early this morning yow haven't been

fecling right.
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ADIL; And you know the reason why?

3AMIA: Whatever the reason, the doctor’s come and there's an
end t it. In any case you're late for work and there's no
harm in the doctor giving you a day off, isn’t that sa, Doctor?

DocTOR: Belore prescribing anything I must make an
examination. Pleasc lic down an the bed, Mr, Adil.

ADIL: But I, .,

saura: Listen to what the doctor has to say, Adil, and let him
examine you.

Aptr: Examine? And say it appears . . .

SAMIA: Anyway, you're run down.

ApivL: But that’s not sufficient reason . . .

sAMIA: It’s enough for now,

Apre: [ prefer him to know the real reason.

samia: The real reason?

ADIL: ¥es, come along, Doctor.,

DocToR: Where to?

ADIL (drawing him towards the bathroom): In here.

samiA: You're mad, Adil! (She draws the doctor away from the
batioam.) Please, Doctor, come away,

ADIL: Leave him alone, Samia. Let me toll him of the real
reason., (Pulls the doctor towards him.) Come along, Doctor.

sam1a: Don't listen to him, Doctor. (Pulls the doctor towards her.)
Come along,

DOCTOR (af ¢ loss, being pulled in oppesite directions by the twa of
them): Please! Please!

sasmrat Let the doctor go, Adil. It's not right.

ADIL: You lct him go!

sasia: Allow him to examine you — that's what he’s cume for.

Anrr: No, I'll tell him the real reason,

saMIa: But that won't ... won't , . .

ADIL: It must be done.

5AMIA: You don’t realize whar you're deing. Come herc, Doctor,
please. (She pulls kim.)

ApiL: But the doctor is interested to know what ¢ is I want to
show him. I'm sure of that. Please, Doctor, listen to what I
have 10 say. Come along! (He Pulls at the doclor.)

DOCTOR: Excuse me! Excuse me! (He tries 9 release himself from
the two of them.)

SAMIA: I'm sorry, Doctor, but my hushand Adil doesn’t
appreciate . ..

T T R o
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: n't reciate what? In what way don't 1 appreciate?
M,u“I l;?-;?v ex:cpz]l:; what I'm doing. My mind’s quirc made up.
sAMiA: ['ve warned you, Adil, I've warned you.
apiL: I'll take the responsibility.
samia: All right, you're froc to do as you please.

DOCTOR {bewildered): What's it all about? Please - tell me.

ADIvL (drateing him into the bathreom): Corac along with me,
Doctor, and I'll explain things ;.o you.

0eTOR (in astonishment) : Where to?

:DIL (m;dmg in front of the bath): Here, look! What do you see
inside the bath-tub? o

DOCTOR (losking): Nothing. There's no water in it. )

Ap1L: OF course there's no water in it, but isn't there something
clse?

pocToR: No, nothing — it"s empty.

AD1L: Yet even so, there is something there

pocToRr: Something? Such as? . .

apiL: Do vou find it absolutely sparkling white?

DOCTOR: Yes, absolutely.

ADIL: But you can't say that it's absolutely t.le:.n

poctor: Who am I to criticize your cleanliness? )

apir: Thank you for your kind words but the obvious truth of
the matter is that there is something dirty in the bath,

sAMIA: So you've admitted it's dirty and must ‘bc' done away with?

ADpiL: Dirty's something and doing away with it is something else.

DoCcTOR (lovks at therm botk uncomprehendingly): If you’ll allow me . .,

aprL: Look down here into the bath, Doctor, and you'll
understand.

i
|

The doctor locks down with greal attention.

an1s: Do you not see something moving?

DOCTOR (withoul interest) : A cockroach.

ADiIL: A cockroach? Well done!

DOCTOR: And s0?

ADiIL: This cockroach is the very core and ewmsence.
pocTor: Very core and essence?

apir: Lock at it well, Doactor. Whar do you notice abour jt?
pocTtor: From what point of view?

ApiL: From the point of view of its behaviour,
pocTonr: Its behaviour?

samia: Keep quier, Adil - let me explain to the doctor.
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.AD1L: No, please, Samia - let me do the speaking.

saMiIA: And why should I not speak? At least I won't tell it
wrong.

Apzr: And I'l tell ic wrang?

sAMiA: Don't complicate things for me. Let me do the talking,
because I"m better than you at explaining things.

ADIL: OF course, but it’s only 1 wha | .,

saMia: Today you're opposing me all along the line in a quite
unreasonable way,

Anir: It's not opposition. T didn't mean . . | it’s Just. ..

SAMEA: Just what? Listen, Doctor . . .

ADIL: A moment, Samia, please! Let me speak first because I've
got my own point of view.

SAMIA: And I too have a point of view,

apic: OF course. Of course ~- and your point of view is respected,

very rospected. But allow me a minute, one single minute
and no more.

SAMIA: No, not even half 2 minure,

ADIL: Please, Samia.

saxmra: Out of the question.

ADIL: Samial

pocToR: Friends, there's no reason foe all this disagrecement.
Explain to me first of all exactly what the problem’s all
zbout.

sAMIA: The problem, Doctor . . .

ADIL: For which of us did the Doctor come? Was it not for me?
Tell me, Doctor, for whom did you come here?

pocToRr: For you.

Apir: For me, then it is' | who shall explain to you . . .

PAGTOR: You or the lady - the important thing is for me to
know what it’s about, -

SAM1A: Do you hear, Adil: you or I, and as I’m the woman [
have priority.

ADIL: Heavens! Even in this, even in my awn illness?

sAmia: You've now admitted vou're ill.

ADIL: In the doctor’s view. Of course he has come because there's
an ill person in the house, and the iil person is supposed to be
me, but the fact, Doctor, is . . .

samia: The fact is that he’s . . .

Aap1L: The fact is that 'm . , .

SAMIA (violeniiy} : Whatever next, Adil? Pleass, don’t forceme to . . .

ApIL: It's my fauls, my fault as usual, because it's always my fault,

PR e [ 2ot
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i i iends, is: what's jc all abour?
ToRr: The important thtng: friends, is: w a
:’::u: I'm sorry, Doctor — we're taking up 100 much of your
tme,
i 'd 1 derstand ...
r: No, not at all onlyldll.kcr.?un o
:f::TAO: You'll undu:m’xd. Doctor, you'll unde!-sta.nd — il he'd just
shut up for 2 moment I'd be ablc to explain to you.

Apry: Just the oppo:;::. I
: What's just the opposite? -
i‘:::.& Il kccpjsilcnt ne'll not understand what it’s about.

saMIA: Meaning that I'm incapable of making him unci:raund.
or do you mean 'm a liar and will falsify the facts 2
apiL: Cod forbid! Would I ever insinuate such a thing! )
pocTor: Allow me, so as 10 putan end 1o all dnagmmhmx, just
let me find out what it's about by myself. Plcgc, Mr. Adil,
¢ lic down on the bed so that I can examine you and
then I'll know the truth for myselll
api: Ne, Doctgr ~ the wuth’s not to be found on the bed but
in the bath. -
poctor: In the ba : :
ApiL: Yes, in this bath — this cockroach. —
pacTor: Permit me, please excuse me, but L ... I don
understand anything at all, :
sas1a: It's not his faule — of course he can’t understand. —
aptL: Il explain the matier in a few words — l:sf_l:fl, D?ctor. n:r
c.n::fully at this cockroach and tell me what IE s doing now
DoCTOR (looking into the batk): What's it doing? It's daing nothing.
an1L: Look carcfully, Doctor, ,
pocror: What are you gctung_at:hcfcﬂy.
samia: What Adil is getting atis that...
Apiv: No, no, let the doctor d.umbm‘n;r ;:r., .{br hnm.wli, %
cror (looking intently into the : Discover? ;
:gu.: Don't you see, for example, that the cockreach is wying to
do something?
pocToRr: Of course, it's trying o get out of the bath.
aoiL: Marvellous! Marvellous! We've got there.
pocToRr (looking at him): Where have we got!
AniL; To the heart of the whole matter. ' )
DDCTOR (nodding his head) : Understood. Understood. It's all quite
clear now. > o
ApIL: You understand what I'm dmnng' at, Dncu_}r? This is the
point of departure and I shall ::tpla.m_my a.tutudc w0 you.
pocTor: No, no, thers’s no need to explain - I've understood.
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(#e goes out of the bathraom and whispers to Samia) Might I have
a word with you?

saM1A ( following kim): Of course, Doctor, go zhead.
DOCTOR (whispering); He's really overdaing it. How many hours
does he work at the factory?
sAM1A: The vsual hours, but there’s something clse to it
pocTor: Does he do other work?
samia: He is preparing a thesis for his doctorate, but this
condition of his . . ,
pocTor: Understood, Understoad. He's certainly in need of rest.
I'll write down for him all that's necessary. Would you allow
mc, Mr, Adil?
ADIL (coming out of the bathroom): What, Doctor?
bocror: Nothing - it’s just that having visiced you at home in
my capacity of company doctor, I must examine you, if only
for the purpose of establishing that 1've been here,
Aprt: Bur I’'my not il.
pocTor: I know that, but I am required t6 put in a report and
the report must show that an examination has been made.
ADIL: You came in an official capacity?
pocTor: Of course.
ADIL: Ah, in that case I must help you. However, what are you
going to write in your report seeing that I'm not ill?
DOCTOR: Leave things to me. First of all, would you just lie
down here on the bed.
ADIL: I've put on weighe these last years.
DacToR: That's obvious ~ you're getting flabby before your time.
saura: He's grown himself a real paunch!
Aprc: From fatty food — Umm Attiya's cooking !
pocToR: Maybe also from lack of exercise.
ApiL: I've got no time for exercise.
pocTor: You overde things at work.
Abrr: T have to.
DOCTOR (rxamining his chest'and back with the stethoszope): Take a
deep breath. Enough, Enough. Do you smoke?
ADIL: A little,
pocTor: Drink a lot of coffes?
AprL: A couple of cups 2 day.
pocTor: Alcohol? Drugs?
aprr: No, no. Never, never.
DOCTOR: You naturally sumetimes stay up Jate at night.
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AD1IL: Somerimes, when my work requires me to, but in any case
it’s never later than midnight.

pocror: Do vou stecp well?

aviL: Like a log.

pocToR: Do you have nnpleasant dreams?

apit: Neither pleasant nor unpleasant, I don’t dream at all.

pocToRr: Perhaps you dream and don’t remember your dreams.

apiL: Maybe.

pocTOR: You don't sufler from anything unusual?

apit: No, not ar 2ll,

‘pocTor: Thank you.

The dactor sets about writing out kis preseription to one side of the
room.

samiA (approacking the doctor) : 1 hope everything’s all right,
Dactor? _

pocTox: Fing, cverything’s just fine — he’s in splendid h'mlr.h:
thanks be to God. There’s not a thing wrong with ium. 1 ’l!
writc him out a preseription for some tranquillizers and give
him three days" sick leave.

samia: Three days?

nocToRr: Too little?

samra: No, it's a lot, too ‘:::uch. i

DAL (jummbing to kis feet): What's too much?

:Axm-:}u'ﬁrc iocwr {-a.nts to give vou three days' sick leave.

ApiL: Three days?

sAMIA: One day’s plenty, Doctor.

apir: Of course one day,; and there wasn’t even any reason to
have today off if it hada't been that you came, Doctor = o
as to justify your coming here, _

DOCTOR: As vou say - onc day, my dear sir.

Anir: Thank you, Doctor,

pocTtoRr: On condition that you stay in bed.

ADIL: Stay in bed?

pocToRr: Ir's necessary.

ADIL: And what's the necessity?

nocTor: For complete rest and relaxation.

ADIL: And if 1 find complete rest and relaxation somewhere
clse?

pocTor: Where?

Ap1L: In the bathroom, for example?

e ey 1O S
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sam1A: Do you hear, Doctor? He'll be spending the day in the
bathroom.
pvocronr: There's no harm in his taking a warm bath, it'll help
him to relax.
saMia: He'll not be aking 2 bath ar all, ncither warm nor cold.
poctor: What, then, will he do in the bathroom?
saMrIA: Ask him.
aptn: I shall watch the cockroach. What's wrong with thac?
samra: You've heard with your very own cars, haven't you,
Daocror?
poecronr: The cockroach? Again?
apiL: Comealong to the bath with me and I'l] explain things to you.
DocCTOR (loaking at his walck): Another time, it's getting Jate 2nd
I"ve got =ome urgent work to do.
Aapip: My explanation will take no more than a minute.
pocToR: I promisc to visit you again shortly when, God willing,
your nerves will have calmed down,
AnrL: My nerves arc perfectly calm. [ would have liked you 1o
stay for a while so that . . .
noctor: I'll come back. I'll come back.
ADIL: When?
pocToRr: In the afterncon. In the afternoos.
ADIL: When you return in the aficrnoon everything wiil have
changed.
pocToR: What will have changed?
ApiL: The cockroach will = will have been destroyed. Do you
think my wife will leave chings as they are?
sanmia: Of course not. You can't stop me from using the bath the
whole day — it’s unreasonable.
ADIL (o the dogtor): Do you hear?
samia: Judge, Doctor! Don't I have to go off to my work at the
factory? Hasn"t his lordship already made me late enough?
apiL; Doctor, ir's not | who've made her late. Her being fate has
another reason. Ask her about it!
sAMIA: What's the other reason?
ApiL: Your insistence on taking a bath today.
saxia: Ask him, Doctor, whar the reason was for my not taking
a bath today.
ap1u: I'll tell vou the reason, Doctor: the reason is that she wants
to destrov this cockroach.
saMia: There you are, Doctor!
pvocTok: The fact is that the question . . .
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n the side of truth,
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apit: I'm certin, Doctor, you'll come down 0
for the question is clear.

eaxta: Of course it's clear, bur d

ds everything. .
Aplfi‘ﬁiﬁ?iﬁing to infiuence the doctor, It's you who from

the very beginaing were trying to influence him, but be

understands perfectly my purpose.
sAMIA: Your purpose?
apiL: Of cowrse.
samia: Tell us, Doctor:

him? ' P
apiL: And have you understood anything of her, r?
san1A: Answer, Doctorl
apty: Yes, answer!
pocToR (at & loss befween

s1...051... ' )
ADI:" Listen, Doctor; the elsence of the matter can be put into 2
. ’

few words: put yoursel{ in the same position.

4 e
DOGTOR; Your pogtion:
apit: The position of the cockroach.

pocTOR [Rurriedly taking up his bag): No — please excuse me.

He ruches ous with Samia and Adi! in kis wake calling out o him.

en’t try 10 influence the dogtor.

have you really understood anything of

the two of them): The truth of the marter

sax1A: Wait, Doctor! .
ADIL: Just a moment, Doctor!

CURTAIN




Act Three — The Fate of the Cockroach

The samz seenz less than @ minute later, Samia and Adil are
reburning to the yoom after the docior’s hasty departure.

aprr: Why did the doctor leave like that?

SAMIA: Ask yourself,

ADTL: Ask myself? Why? Did I do anything wrong?

sAMIA: You? From the moment you woke up this morning you
haven't stopped doing things wrong.

ApiL: Good Heavens!

SAMIA: We woke up in the morning in fine shape, got ourselves
ready 10 g0 out to work, and then your lordship causes us ail
this unnccessary delay..

apir: Ic’s I who've caused it?

samia: Your cockroach!

ADpIL: And was it I who placed it in the bath?

sAMIA: What it amounts to is that you've got the day off — official
sick Jeave. As for me, I've got to go off to my work. It's true
T'm late but I'll make the best of it and give as an excuse
your being ill and the company doctor coming to the house.

The doctor reappears.

pacror: Please excuse me! I went off in 2 most impnlite manner.

apir: No, don’t mention it, Doetor. i

pocToRr: I was afraid I'd be late for my other work. On thinking
it over, though, I fecl that my prime duty lies here. I have
therefore returned quickly to 2sk that I might continue my
cxamination of the case,

samra: Thank you, Doctor.

pocror: I'd like to have 2 ward in private with your wife —
would you allow me, Mr. Adii?

aptL: Of course. Of course. I'll go into the bathroom.

pocTon: Take your time!
Adil goes into the bathroom and locks the door on kimself. He goes
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back to watching the bath with interest. e makes signs and gestures

Jollownng a

as ke foliows Lhe cockroach’s ts, fike
game of chess.

sabrra: Is anyrhing wrong, Doctor?

poaror: | want to ask you about certain things.

saumta; Go ahgad!

pocTor: My questions will perhaps be a trifie embarrassing in
that they may touch upoen some personal aspects, but my duty
as a practising doctor demands that [ do so. May [ put my
questions?

saMia: Of course, Doctor, go ahead!

“ pocTor: What's your opinion about your husband’s personality?

saMia: In what respect?

pocToRr: In respect of strength and weakness.

saMIA: In relation to whom?

pocror: In relation to yourself of courss,

samia: I ... T belicve his personality to be weaker than mine.

pocTor: Does he know ic?

samMrA: Certainly.

pocTor: He has told you so openly?

sAMIA: No, but he believes it deep inside him-

poctor: How do you know?

samia: He is always stating that I boss him and make him obey
my orders and tyrannize him.

pocror: Tyrannize him?

saM1A: That's what he says.

pocToR: Then he belicves or imagines that you are ryrannizing
him?

sAMIA: Yes.,

noctor: My diagnosis is appropriate.

saMia: What diagnosis?

pocToRr: This question of the cockroach.

saMia: And what's the connection?

poeToRr: You want to do away with the cockroach and he wants
to save it from vour hands.

saMia: You mean, Doctor . . .

vocToR: Yes, in his innar consciousness he has identified
himself with the cockroach, and this is the secret of his concen

| and affection for it. -
samia: Extraordinary! D'you think so, Doctor?
poctoRr: There can be no other reason.
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SAMIA: But . .,

PocToRr: This is 2 very obvious example from modemn peychology.
I am not a specialist in psychiatry, but I have made a private
study of it as a hobby and I am indeed lucky to have come
across this case today.

SAMIA: Are you certain it's a psychological state?

DOCTOR! A typical casc.

SAMYAT Can it be treated?

DocTor: The reatment is casy, extremely easy,

SAmia; Whatever you order me to do I shall carry out
immediately.

Doctor: The treatment requires no more than your persuading
your husband that there is no similarity between him and the
cockroach,

saMia: And how shall I persuade him?

Docror: That's the problem.

SAMIA: A way must be found.

bocTor: First of 2il you must on your side show affecrion for the
cockroach.

sAMIA: Show aflection for the cockroach?

DocToR: That's essential, because any hurt dane by you to the
cockroach would, in your husband’s view, be a hurt done to
him personally.

SAMIA: But this is madness.

DocToR: Naturally ~ it's a pathological condition.

sauia: But he's perfectly sane. Up until this moming he could
not have been more balanced in al) his behaviour, performing
his company work perfectly well.

DOCTOR: He is in fact extremely well balanced and will z2lways be
able to perform his company work in the best possible
manner, of that I'm sure. ~

sAMIA: Then he’s a normal person.

POCTOR : Normal in all things excepr one - that of the cockroach.

SaMza: That's right, no sooner is the cockroach mentioncd than -

pocror: Than he begins to speak and act strangely.

sAaxia: That is so.

DocToRr: Yet even so there’s no cause for worry. With a litde
wisdom and patience, kindness and adjusunent, we shall
quickly be able to sort things out for the best,

SAMIA: You may be confident, Doctor, that I shalj employ both

wisdom and paticnce and shall be kind and compliant with

him in everything he wants.

=TT

I

SN

THE FATE OF A COCKROACH ) - 57
pocTor: That is all that is now required, so let’s begin trying.
Az Yes, we shall try. o )
f:‘:;::lro k: First of all, we must go along and participate in what
he's doing. )

SAMIA (she goes with the doctor behind har and gently knocks on the

bathroom door): Adil!

ADIL (getting fo his fee? and opening the door tp them): Have you
finished your little private talk?

: Yes, the doctor was advising me ... )
sn‘::..'-:‘ox; To put you on a special diet. I'd like you to be a little
slimmer. ]

ApiL: Slimmer? Me?

pocror: Why rot? Do you want to let your body get fiabby?

arrL: Has my wife complained about my physigue?

poctor: No, I'm talking mcdicaﬂ;:incfm mcrease in weight leads
to lethargy, and you are in need of energy. .

ADIL: I'm exceedingly energeric, :m-cm:ly energetic, 'w}:uch can
be seen from the fact that I wake up in the morning before
the alarm goes off. Ask Samia.

sAMiA: Quite correct. ] ]

DOCTO n?"i'hm you admit your husband possesses this quality,

samia: No doubt about it — he's exceedingly energeuc.

nocTor: Do you hear that, Mr, Adil? Your wife is being very
complimentary about you. . )

ADIL: ShI:: can’t deny I'm energetic, though of course I'm not as
energetic as this cock;-u;.hch [

ccror: The cockroach? s Yes, of course. . .
inn,: Look, Doctor. Look, Samia. It's still struggling — with the
same perscverance. I tried to catch it out slacking or giving
up, but never . . . never ., .« DEver. . )

SAMTA (loaking into the bath-tub wunth feigned interest): It's certainly
courageous.

ADniL: And what courage! )

saMiA: I've begun to love it,

ADIL (looking at ker): Love it? :

saMIA: Yes, doesn’t its courage dcsg"!_-'e love?
ADIL: You wanted to destroy it with insecticide,
saMmra: I was stupid.

AptL: Thanks be o God! ) )
saM1A: Look at its whiskers — they're beauntifui!
ADiL: Whose whiskers?

saMIA! The cockroach's of course.
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AnrL: Its whiskers are beautifiul ?
samia: Don't you think so?
ADIL: You making fun of me?
saurA; Of you? No, no — I swear to you, Adil. Please don’t be
angry. I swear to you I'm not making fun of you. I'm being

absolutcly serious now. I'm sincers in what I say, and when I

say that its whiskers pleasc me, be sure that | really mean i

ADrL: And since when did you discover its whitkers were so
beautifit

SAMIA: Since . . . sinee a moment ago when I looked carefully
atic

AprL: I myself have been locking carefully at it from early
moming and can’t find anything beautiful about it,

saMia: You're being modest,

ADIL: Modest? Me? What's the connection ?

saMmia: Oh none, none at all,

DocTOoR: Certainly there's no connection whatseever,

saMia: Of course, Adil, be surc there's no connectiorn.

AD1L (looking et the two of them): What's all this confusion about?

SAMIA: Nothing at all, Adil — everything’s quite in order. All
that’s happened is that the doctor and I have come to
understand your point of view completely,

DOCTOR: Certainly. Certainly.

ADIL (doubling them): And what is my point of view?

SAMIA! It's — it's that this cockroach . . .

BocToR: Should not come to any harm.

sarrIa: Yes. Yes.

aprc: Do you know why?

samia: We know all right,

AD1IL: No, Samia, I'm certain you don’t really know, I shali
explain it to you and the doctor,

sauIA: No, there's no need, Adil, no need at all, We know
and appreciate the position. God willing, everything will
return 1o normal with a litde wisdom and patience.

ADIL: Yes, a little patience. All that's wanted iz a little paticnce,
becavse things may go on for a while. In any case, it’s both
mteresting and exciting. I don’t get bored watching, and so
long as this cockroack goes on putting up such 2 struggle to
get out of its impasse, it is not right that we should destroy it

sAM1A: Who said we were going to destroy it? On the contrary,
Adil, I'll look after it with every care. I'll sacrifice myself for
it.

i st
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aDIL: Sacrifice yourself for it? Please, Samia — there's no need to

fun, )
s.\mﬁ:bsolutdy not, Adil. What ¢an I da to convince you that
I'm definitely not making fun? ) .

ApIL: When all’s said and done, thc_sm:ggic this cockroach is
putting up stirs within me a fecling of ropect.

saMIA: And who said we had less respect for it than you? We are
at one with you, Adil ~ absolutely at one. Maybe we hfvc
even more respect and appreciation for it than you, isn’t that
s0, Doctor?

poctor: OF course. Of course. )

ADIL: More than me? No, I don’t think so.

saMia: And why not? ) )

Apir; Because I've boen watching it sinee carly mormning,
following its every movement. It amazes me the amount of
strength that’s stored up in it — quite remarkable strength.

saMial I'm in agreement with you abeut that, Adil, a.ndll really
do find that it has an exwzordinarily strong personality,

apiL; Strong personality?

saMmiA: Don’t you think so? ) _ _

Apiz: I think it's an exaggeradon to say it's got 2 personality.

samra: Honestly, Adil, it's got a strong personality — you must
belicve that. X

ADIL: Listen, Samia — don’t get characteristics mixed up. 'I:hc )
fact that a cockroach has such strength and determination is
both acceptable and reasonable, but 1o say it's got a
personality is going too far, ; ] y

saMIA: I insist it has got a personality. Maybe cven its personality
is strongec than mine ~ wouldn't you agree with me there,
Doctor?

cToRr: Very likely.

22;1.: Wha.t'gvcry lfkcly, Doctor? That this cockroach’s
personality is stronger than Samia’s? .

poctor: Don't, Mr. Adil, oversstimate the personality of your
lady wife — with all duc deference to her. o

apit: I'm not oversstimating but — but to compare my wife with
a cockroach! )

saMiA: Bur I'm in agreement, Adil. ‘

apiL: It's not a question of whether you're in agrecment or not
in agroement — we're talking about the comparison itsclf.

sam1a: And why should we rgjeet the comparison, secing that the
cockroach commands respect? It does me honour.
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ADIL: A;-Jc we back again at making fun?
SAMIA: Notat all, T swear 10 vou, Adil. I'm absolute! i
just_ask the doctor. RS
ADIL: Listen, Sa?:ia, when words lose their normal dimensjons
l‘hn: cverything loses its seriousness. I've begun to feel t.bat’
you're in league with the doctor 10 ridicule my ideas.
pocToR: God forbid, Mr. Adil!
SAMIA: No, Adil, please don't make such an 2 i i
» Pl ccusation against
the doctor, He is the last person to wish to harm voufa:clf-
respect. He hasn’t interrupted his other work and devoted all
his time 10 us in oraer to make fun of you and your ideas.
Dac;*onz On the contrary, the . . . the fact of the matter is that
$amra: Don't say anything, Doctor — it i
ey ything 1t’s obvious what your
:au.: I';: sorTYy -il'no doubt misunderstood.
AMIA: Be sure, Adil, that we arc of the same opinion as
There is now no disagreement between 1s, The cnckrj;:; is
as much an object of affection to us as 1o you.
ADIL: Affection?

SAM rtA:h';(u, anbzi :: deference to it and to you I have decided not
o have 2 today in order to prove to I !
attempt to harm it P You T wont

Ap1L: Thank you.
samra: Doesn't that please you?
apir: Of course it pleases me.
samiA: Everything that pleases you, Adil, ev i
e ) » everything that mak.
you happy, I shall at once put into effect jor yoi- ®
Ad1L: What's all this tenderness abour?
sAM1A: I regret all my hasty actions,
Apir: What hasty actions? "
saMIA: K haven’t always been nice to you.
Aoir: That is your vight as a woman and a wilc, but it is my
dut;; as :; man and 2 hushand to endure.
sAm1A; No, from now on you shall not end
il ndure, I shall not make
Ap1L: What's happened now? What's come over the ung ?
DocTOR: Your wile is onc of the best of wives Mrmv:::;u
blindly obedient to you. ' '
ADIL: Since when?
SAMIA: Since today,
ADIL: And why today?
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sAMIA: Bocause it ... because 1. ..

pocTox: Because she naturally doesn’t want to see you being ill.
Aniv: But I'm not ill.

nocror: Of course. Of course you're not ill at all.

sAMIA® What the doctor means is you're . . .
poctor; Certainly, What I mean is that it's clear you're not ill.

That was established by examining you, be sure of that.
However, the whole object is 16 remove the idea of illness,
not illness itself. Just the fact of seeing a doctar in the house,
a doctor who has come because of you, has made your wife
feel towards you a certain . ..

sAMIA: Yes. Yea. As soon a5 I saw you would need sick leave . . .

apin: I don't need sick leave. It's the doctor who made me take
it at the time he made out his report. As for me, I'm in no
need of any leave.

pocTor: That's quite so.

saMia: In any case, Adil, T was unfair to you.

ADIL: Sometimes.

saMiA: [ admit it
aprr: Then you won't go to the bathroom before me?

saMia: No, never - I've turned over a new leaf, T promise.

apiL: You won’t tell me to get breakfast?

sax1A: No, I promisc. I promisc.

ADIL;: You won’t impose your will and orders or me?

saMi1A: No, I prorise. 1 promisec.

Ap1IL: And what's the secret of this sudden oransformation?

saMiA: I didn't realize that this behaviour of mine towards you
would have such results,

ApiL: What results?

pocTor: She means . . . she means your being angry,

abiL: But I haven't been angry. 1 used sometimes to feel
annoyance at your behaviour. I was only to0 often annoyed
with you, but I've never been angry with you,

DOCTOR: You used to repress it

ADIL: Repress it?

pocTor: Repress it decp within yourself It's this repression that
leads to . .. that leads to . . .

AapiL: Leads to what?

pocror: Leads to . . . to temperamental upsets.

apin: Certainly T fecl upset, but only for a while.

saM1a: But maybe you keep some feeling lurking decp inside you.

apiy: Because of you? No, not at all.
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Samia: I almost belicved this mornin
ApIL: Hated you? " S
SAMrA: Yes, because of the inszcticide
ApiL: Do you mﬂthnthau?Ame}ccl' ight anno
at your wish to destroy this cochoad:l g oo
sAM1A: I didn't recognize ies importancr.,
Apir: And d ize its §
el o yq:u now honestly recognize its importance?
ADp1L: I doubt ic.
SAm1A: And why do vou doubt jt>
AD11: Because you don’t warch it with suffici i
L ent attention. Look!
tIl;;::c:.'-hl::niu:r:qnIt:, 1t has now begun to stard for long periods ':::k
ottom of the bath. What's the meaning of that?
saum_ﬁ:o&mg with altention) : It means that
ADIL: That it’s beginnin :
e Lt egi g to take rests,
ADIL: After that continuois effort it muse be i
. » - - . wd
pcn?:; dunng which it Hes Prostrate, as ;zunsc.:. ;El::::;y
::mlim big g:.;s whiskers before CATYING on anew with its
DoCToR (looking with attention): I¢" ing si
g e fpcudan a\g-ija. § actually begun moving siowly
SAMTA: That's right — it's started 1o climb,
ADIL: .Note carefully the spot at which it begins to slip.
; :::IA' ‘z.'cs, y&s — the same spot. There it goss ~ it's slipped!
AD;JOI";O‘:BF{ fallen once more 1o its place at the bottom,
: 500 b 5 : Ppnn g
ooy s getung up from its fall and js beginning to climb
SAMIA: And it will slip down again. There it js - it's i
c . tis-it'ssh
down! The poor thing! It's been doing exactly the i’;’:; thi
since early morning, "
ADPIL: And maybe since last pigh
J 1 ght, because when we pot
faunfi it already in the bath. It must therefore haﬁre ﬁ:::
Into it from the ceiling during the night,
SAMIA: I have a question, Adil? May I?
AD1L: Of course, Samia — ask it. '
SAM1A: Have you not though ing i i i
O ek ought of rescuing it from its predicament?
saura: Yes, why don'e you rescue it?
ADIL: It's rescuing itseif,
SAMIA: How can it rescue itself? It will o
A: Hi : ? ever be able to.
Bme its attcmpts are in vain because the bath isimp;:l L;l;c
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slippery; there’s nothing for it to climb up but the siippery
sides on which it loses its foothald.

ApiL: That's up to it.

saM1A: At least help it. Give it a little help, Adil. For example,
let the end of the towel hang over inside the bath, or bring a
picce of string and dangle it over the side - or anything that'll
help it to get out.

AD1L; And why should we do that?

samia: To get it out, to get it out alive. Don't you want it to be
saved?

apnrir: Who said I wanted it to be saved?
saMiA: How odd! You don’t want it to be saved? Then you want

its death?
AD1IL: I don’t want its death either.
saM1a: Then what do you want for it?
ApiL: I don't want anything for it. It is no concern of mine.
saAMIA: OF course not. Of course not. It’s absolutely no concern of
yours. You have no connection with it, no connection at all.
You are something and it is somcthing clse. We know that
only too weli, i=n't that so, Doctor?
poaroRr: Without doubt.
sAMIA: Be sure, Adil, that we're complefely convinced that you
have no connection with this cockroach. We wish you to
know this well and o believe it.
ApiL: And don't I know this?
sAMIA: The important thing is that you should believe it decp
mnside you.
Api1L: Believe what?
sAMIA: Believe that there is no relationship and not the slightest
similarity between you and it
ApivL: Similarity between me and it? Whatever next, Samia?
Have things come to this pass? You talk of a similarity
between me and the cockroach?
sAMIA: On the contrary, it makes me happy to know there's no
similarity.
AD1L: Then such a similarity does exist in your view?
saMIa: Not in mine, Adil.
AD1L: Then in whose?
saMia: In your own view?
ApiL: Minc! In my view I resemble the cockroach?
sAM1A: Then you no longer think this is so?
apiL: Think what? That I resemble the cockroach? In what way
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do I resemble it? Please let me know. You've really gone too
far; this is 100 much, Samia, much tos much. Me resemble 2
cockroach? Me? In what way? From what point of vicw?
Whiskers? Ifit's from the point of view of whiskers, I am
clean-shaven, as you can see, From the point of view of
features? OF lincaments of face? Speak! Speak! Speak!

saMmIA: Please, Doctor, you speak!

DOCTOR (o Samia) : Be 5o good as to allow us 2 moment in
private,

saMIA: I'll go and prepare you a cup of cofice, Doctor.
out, leczing the doctor mddiilanﬂt:’:rm.j i

DOCTOR: I.:isten. Mr. Adil - you should, first of all, know that
your wife is wholly loyal to you and does not at all intend to
hurt your feelings.

Apir: After what I've heard?

pocTor: Believe me, she respects you, appreciates you, a
very high regard for you, dcrp?tc ym?rp'belief dmy:’y;)u:‘d MR
personality is weaker than hers

ADIL: My personality weaker than hers! Who said so?

DOCTOR: No one at all - a mere supposition, a ibili
that this was your inner belief. R ey

Ap1L: Such a suppositicn or possibility never occurred to me.

pocTowr: Maybe, for example, her demands, or what might have
been understood as orders, were . . .

ADIL; Certainly she is a person of many demands and orders,
cven arbitrary actions and a desire to be the boss.

pocTor: You admit this point?

ADIL: For sure.

pOocTOR: Then you find that she has a desire to be the boss?

AniL: Of course, like most wives, and especially those who, like
her, have graduared with their husbands from the same college
and are employed in the same line of work.

vocror: Equality, then, between the two of you is total in
everything?

ADIL: In everything.

DOCcTOR: And yet she wants to have the advantage, to be the boss,
to dominaze,

ApIL: That is exactly my wile’s attitude.

pocToR: And you let her be the boss and dominare.

ApiL: Yes, and do you know why?

DOGTOR: Hecause she | |, ,

AprL: No, please wait! Don’t be too hasty and conclude from
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that that she has a stronger personality than me - those are
merely her pretensions.

pocTor: Her pretensions?

Anit: Tell me frankly, Doctor, was it not she who said something

of that sore to you?

nocror: I believe ...

" ApiL: Yes, T know this of her: deep within her she believes I have

a weaker personality than her.

DocTOR: And is that not true?
"aniL: Of course it's not at all truc. She's frce to believe whatever

she likes about hersell. If her conceit portrays things to her
in that light, then let her imagine as she will

pocTor: But this dos not obviate the fact that you obev her and
carry out all her orders.

apivL: It's a desire on my part to please her, because she's a

woman, a weak woman, taken up with her youth, her

advancement, her talent. I don't like to shake her belief in

her own strength and superiority. I would regard that as

meanness, mMeanness on my part as a strong man. [ hold that

real manliness demands that she be made to fecl her strength
|___ and her imporunce and to raisc her morale.

pocror: Raise her morale? Extraordinary! The problem's
reversed.

_Apic: What problem?

DocToR: Another question, Mr. Adil: the problemn of the
cockroach?

AD1L: What about the cockroach?

pocToR: It's your interest in it?

Anis: And what's the seeret of your interest in my interest?

pocToRr: None at all, it's just . .,

AniL: Listen here, Doctor — the whole thing's becoming clear to
me. I've now understood. I've understood its beauty and its
whiskers and its personality and the similarity. What you

[ were getting at, therefore, was that I . ..

pocTor: Frankly, Mr. Adil, sir, yes.

apit: Yes?

poctor: Our wholc object was merely to assistand to . . .

Ap1L: Participate — to assist and participate with my wife in such
talk.

pocTor: No, Mr. Adil, this is a well-known theory,

apiv: Theory? What theory?
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PocToR: To tell you the truth I’ve not specialized in psvehi
I've only studied it purely as a bobbyl::?nd 50 . m i
ADIL: Quite understood. And 50 you came to believe that I
belonged to the eackroach species.
DoCToR: No, it’s not quite like that. In any case I've now
changed my opinian,
ApIL: Thank God! You now see that I'm 2 human being!
BOCTOR: You must excuse me, Mr, Adil, but all the surrounding
m;‘:immgw drew one in that direction,
ADIL: Flease, Doctor, explain to me in detail whar got inte ur
mind, according to your psychiatry. : =
DocTor: No, there's no point now. I'm sQITy, 3
AD1L: And my wife Samia knew of this opinion of yours? ;
nocToRr: Yes, 2
ADIL: And she it was who helped you 1o see me as 2 cockroach? b ot
pocTor: No, Mr. Adil, no. It's not like that, It's nat, 1 assure E
You, quite like that. I assure you. b
ADIL: Listen, Doctor, I want to tell you in all frankness that any £
similarity between me and the cockroach is mere e ' &
DocToR: My apoiogies. My apologies, Mr, Adil. Our intendons 3
weze weli-meant, I swear they were. k.
AprL: Allow me to complete what I had 10 say: if you belicved 3
that I rcsemnbled a cockroach, then you were mistaken.
pocror: Of course — and how! 1 admit I made a wrong analysis
. that I'm mistaken, a hundred per cent mistaken., ’
IE:L: Yes, 2 grave mistake, because I am unable to arwin the
maguificent level reached by cockroaches. :
bocTor: What are you saying? The magnificent level? -
ADIL: Yes, ¢ i
DOGTOR: Arc you being serious? i
aptr: Whoally serious — and I'm prepared to repear what I said. i
BOCTOR: Then you admire this cockroach? |
aniL: And I appreciate it I
DOCTOR: And you appreciate it?
Apir: And ] respect ic.
DoCTeoR: And you respect it?
ADIL! And T understand it well,
DOCTOR (scrutinizing him closely) : Understood. Understood. And
you take after it and imagine yourself. ' .
ADIL: In i1s place?
DOCTOR: Yes, like it,
apic: Yes, [ imagine that
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pocTGoR: Thee you, you . ..

apin: I what?

pocrox: I don’t know any longer. You've bewildered me, Mr.
Adil,

Antr: Please, Doctor, that’s quite enough. Onee 2gain you're
applying your psychiatry to me. It's a lot simpler than all
that, I shall explain it to you clearly if you'll allow me.

pocToRr: Please go ahead.

ApiL: First of all, imagine you're a cockroach.

nocToR: Mc?

ADIL: Or that the cockroach is you,

DocTOR: Mr. Adil ...

ADIL: Please don't look at me like that. I understand exactly the
meaning of your glances. You arc still doubting. You are
really at 2 loss about e, but I assure you once agzin that
it’s altogether different from what you have in mind.

nocToR: Then your empioyment of these words is in the nature
of a pleasantry or . . .

aniL: Take it in any meaning you like. The important thing is
for you to lcave out, as far as I'm concerned, this
prychiatric business and be narural with me.

pocToRr: Be narural?

aprr; Yes, are you being natural now?

pecToRr: By God, Pm ... to tell the truth . . .

ADIL: You're not sure?

nocToRr: I no longer know anything.

Aot I'll tell yon what to do: just ler yourself go, forget you're a
doctor and let's examine the matter with the uumost
simplicity, Are vou rezady to do this?

pocTOR: Yes.

aprL: Great! What was I asking you?

DOCTOR: You asked me about. ..

ADIL: Yei, I remermber. I asked you to jmagine that you , . .

poctor: That I was a cockroach.

ApiL: Or that the cockroach was you.

pocToR: Indeed. Indeed.

Aprr: And now to the second step.

pocToRr: But wait, in my situation I can’t...

Apiet: Can’t what?

pocror: I can't be a cockroach.

apin: Why not.

pocror: Because I've never been married.
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Arrr: What's that got to do with it?

DocTOR: Lt scems that I . ., that [ expressed myseif badly.

apiL: No, you mercly misundesstood me. I did not ask you to be
a family cockroach, in the psychological sense. No, I meant
the actual cockroach in front of you there in the bath.

DOCTOR (pointing at the cockroach in the batk): That?

ADIL: Yes, that hero.

pactor: Hero?

AD1L: Indeed a hero. Imagine yourself in a deep well with walls
of smooth marble and that you found it impossible to get out
despite having made exhausting efforts to do so, what would
vou do?

pocror: I'd give up of course.

Apir: But it hasn't given up.

pocTor: By no means - | sce it repeating its attempts dozens of
tiroes.

ADpiL: Even hundreds. Since early morning I've been ozcupied in
counting vp the number of times.

DOGTOR: Is that what you were engaged in since morning?

ADiL: Yes, I wanted to know when its struggle would come to an
end.

rx?o CTOR (looking into the bath with real interest) : As of now it looks
as if it won't give up yer.
[Xp11: Indecd. We're dired from watching but it's not tired from

trying.

DOCTOR (continuing lo walch it): What hope has it of cscaping?

AniL: No hope of course.

pocTor: Unless you were 1o intervene and save it.

ADIL: And I shall not intervenc.

pocTor: Why not, seeing that you admire it?

ADIL: I must leave it to its fate,

pocTor: Were it able to saream, and it sereamed to vou for help,
would you not take pity on it?

ADIL: Perhaps, but it's mute and doesn’t scream.

ocTor: Who are you to say that?

ADIL: What are you saying?

pocTor: I am saying that who are we to say it is not s
row and asking for help — just that the oscillations of its vaice
are not picked up by the human ear.

AaDIL: Very possibly.

nocTor: Imagine that it is now screaming and besesching, and
you don't hear and don't understand iz language.

T
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ApiL: It also doesn't hear me and see me,

pocTOoR; Yes, cvery contact between the two of you is severed.

AviL: Not corapletcly severed, as is bome out by the fact that 1
am interested in it,

pocToRr: You are interested in its struggle for life.

AniL: This, then, is its voice, its pleading, its language which T
can hear and understand.

poctor: Certainly, it explains our being so interested in iws
struggie.

Ap1r: Is that not what has kept me in front of the bath since
carly morning? .

pocTOR (locking tato the bath) : It is in reality 2an entertaining
spectacle.

ADIL {alra looking): Ism’t it.

poctor: Truly, though, I'm surprized at your refraining to help
it a little, even by way of vemuneration for the spectacle.

AD1L: It really deserves it

pocrer: We're in this together — let's ger it out of its plight!

ApiL: Ger it our alive?

nocror: Of course.

ApiL: And will Bamia accept thar?

pocToR: She's got a kind heart.

Antr: I personally prefer not to introduce sentiment into a
situation like this, otherwise our position is going to appear
truly ridiculous.

Samia appears in the doorway carrymg the coffec.

pocTor:! Quite the contrary, the position now is no longer
ridiculous at all. It's become understood and acceptable, and
I myself have begun to find the subject worth following.

SAMIA (offering him the coffee): Coffee, Doctor.

DOCTOR (without raising his eyes from the batk): Thanks, I'll have it
‘In a moment.

SAMIA: [t seems that the cockroach is also occupying you, Doctor?

DOCTOR (continuing Ais viewing) : Certainly it’s begun to interest
me,

saM1A: No doubt the diseasc is catching!

ADIL (turping o fker): What disease?

sAMIA: The dottor understands what I mean,

DOCTOR (rousing himself): Come along, let’s drink the coffee first.
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They all go into the bedroom. The docier si ; :
y sits down in g chair and
Samsa puts the tray of coffes on a smail table beside kim, a

examination? My examination ?
SAMIA: No, Aglil, I'm juse h.nvi}:lg a word ::‘ch the docto
pocToRr: I think it’s best now to talk openly, for :hm:‘:im
TE&ion or necessity for hiding anything. Mr. Adil is in
perfect health and vigour, and can put on his cloth d
out as of now if he wants, R
SAMIA: And the sick leave, Dogtor?

.DocToR: That's another question. How,
AL's c A ever, Madam,
husbard is in the right about everything and 1 co::;lucl;ely

endorsc hiy i i i
s ::t behaviour, there being nothing at all untoward

SAMIA: And the cockroach?
POETOR: What about the cockroach? 1
bcmn.nc like the cockroach,
SAMIA (winking at the doctor): Ah,
ctor.
bocTor: No, honestly, I'm
SAMIA; Speaking seriously?
ApiL: OF course, Samia, it's serious. The do
everything 1o me, has been absolutely ¢
€asc, may God be indulgent rowards.
sauMra: Is that right, Doctor?
POCTOR: The fact is that we had und, ituati
and rook up an crroneoys :a.i:titul:l:.rs e e
SAMIA: Meaning that Adil | , .
DacTor: Absolutely, a hundred
g per cent,
SAMIA; 'I'hanlu. be to God. Thanks be to God. 1
worried about you, Adil.
ADIL: You thought there was s
the cockroach!
SAMIA: You shouldn’t blame me, Adil; your great love for it
DocTor: On the contrary, it appears it wasn’t love or anyd:mg
:;:lh:a?c;t,_becc}ause }:'hc’d loved it he'd have had pity on it
it. Our whol lies 3 i
S ole hope now lies in your compassion.
DOCTOR: Yes — onal
e m:s‘ : a-uu:i I personally would ask you, 1 would intercede
SAMIA: Intercede for whom, Doctor?

myseil hope that I could
understood. I understand,
speaking seriously.

ctor has explained

pen with me. In any
you!

was extremely

ome sort of kinship between me and
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pocToRr: For the cockroach.

samta (shouting) : Doctor! Doector! Adil, what's happened to the
doctor?

poctor: Don't be upset. Don't be upset. I'm fine and well.

sauza: Fine and well — like my husband!

ADIL: Yes, ike me of course.

samra: What a disaster — you and the doctor! There's only Umm
Atuya and I left. Il be our turn next. No, it can’t be - I'm
going out at once. Umm Amiya! Umm Attiya!

Apir: What's happened, Samia? Have you gone mad?

saxra; Is it [ who've gone mad?

pocror: Calm down, Madam, and allow ux to explain things to you.

cook (appeaning): You called, Ma’am?

saura: Yes, I'm going out, Prepare my bath.

cook: Certainly, Ma'am.

She quickly enters the bathroom and turns on the bath tap.

ADIL (not comscious of what i huppening in the bathroom, he walks
towards his wife): Calm down, Samiz. Calm down a little and
allow us 10 explain things to you.

pocTor: Your nerves are upset, Madam, withour proper reason -

if you'd only allow us to say a word.

saMia: No, there’s no peint, Doctor.

apiz: Don't you want to come to an understanding?

samiat It's enough the understanding between you 2ad the
doctor — you're both in league against me,

pocTor: Not against you, Madam. Would it be rcasonable? It's
only that I've becomc convinced by Mr. Adil's point of view;
I've understood the true meaning of his purpose and
behavionr.

saM1a: And so vou've become like hira.

Apii: Like me? You mean like a cockroach.

pocTor: That's an honour for me.

{samIA: You sec, it really §s carching!

The cook in tie bathroom, heving turned on the tap and filled the
bath, stretches out ker fand and removes the cockroach, dead, with the
tip of ker fingers, throwing it into a corner of the bathroom,

cook: I've run the bath, Ma’am!
ADYL (realizing what has kappened): She's filled the bath! (He
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Jurries into the batkreom and gives a shous after looking ¢
voking inty the
ﬁﬁp}iﬂm along here, Doctor — what we feared has
DOCTOR (following him) : What's happened?
ApiL: The cockroach is dead. "
nocToR: Dead?

ADIL: It was no doubt drowned. But where is |
; i ere is it? U i
w!gpcrc s the cockroach that was here in the ba&:?m e
GOOK (potnting Lo the carner of the bathroom): I threw it
‘ ‘ - w
for the time being. (She gors out) i e,
AprL: What a pity!
DOCTOR: Yes, it certainly is a pity.
sAMIA: Shall I get you a professional mourner? Shall we brin
some music and you can walk in its funcral procession? .
ap1L: That's quite enough sarcasm, thank vou!
noc;:n: I.::i tllac matter rest, Mr. Adil. What's happened has
cned. 4 it to i
dﬁ‘:]zu e r“:. any case you wanted to leave it to its fare, and
ADIL: Yo, it had -
— to end ~ somehow. Let us cast a last Jook at jts
DOCTOR: Where's its corpse?
sAMIA: Its corpse? Even you, Doctor!

i{i:;:lfu doctor look vound for the cockroach in the corner of the

ADir: Look. Look, D these
b L ok, Doctor, ?.: ants, Where have they come
DOCTOR (looks): Yes, i ing i
iy ): Yes, a horde ofa‘nts Is carrying it off.
ADIL: Yes, ants carrying off the co
. ; rpsc of the cockroach. Co
Samia, loc_.k.' 1t's a really extraordinary sight - a crowd 3?’
ants carrying off the cockroach and taking it up the wall,
Lock, Du(:to_r, they're taking it towards one of those cracks
DOCTOR (cammnng tu look): It's obviously their house, or their .
village, or their warehouse in which they’il store this booty.
ADIL: 'I'ak: note of that ant in the front. Do you see is? ‘
DOCTOR: Yes, it's dragging the cockroach by i iske
AD1L: As though it were a ship's tow rope. i

DOCTOR: And this group of ants in th /'re pushing i
from the back. Do you sce? B &

THE FATE OF A COCKROACH 73

apivr: The work’s distributed amongst them with extraordinary
discipline.

pocTer: Apd the most extraprdinary thing is that they're going
up at speed, despite their heavy load.

ApiL: There's only a short distance left between them and the
crack or warehouse. But look, Doctor, it seems as if the
opening is too small for the size of the cockroach. How can it
be got in?

pocror: Don't be afraid, it'll get in ~ nothing is too difficult for
the genius of ants.

SAMIA (loaking at them from the door): Having finished with the
heroism of cockroaches we've now started on the genius of
ants!

ADIL (contimuing to watch): I doubt if it's possible to get the
cockroach into that small crack.

pocTOoR (also watching) : We'll soon sec.

The telephone rings.

saMza (hurrying to the phone): Telephone, Adil! Perhaps it’s for you.

ADIL (lurns and joins her): For me?

SAMIA (taking up the receiver): Hullo. Who did you say? The
doctor? Yes, he's here. Just a mament, (She calls oul.) 1t's for
you, Doctor.

pocTor (hurrying over and teking up the receiver) : Hullo. The
company. Yes, I'm the doctor. How do you do? Where's
this case? Street . . . number . . . Wait while I write it down.
(Takes out a small nolebook and wrifes,) What did you say the
number was? Thank you. The case I'm on at present? Oh,
T've finished with that now. Quite satisfactory. No, not at all
serious. Merely indisposed. I'll tell him. Thanks. (He pats
dotwn the receiver.)

aotyr: They're asking about me at the company?

pocTOR: Naturally,

sam1a: They thought it was a serious case.

pocTozr {to Adil): They express their hopes for your recovery.

ARIL: Recovery?

samia: And 1 100 join my voice to theirs.

Aprz: Yes? Yes?

Int the meantime the cook has stipped into the batiroom carmping a
bucket of water and a rag and has begun ¢leaning it and removing the
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ants from off the A edd 1 ? Y
i m{g o wall, The gthers, oceupied in their conversation,

DOCTOR (lvoking at Ais watch); t d
il )+ I must leave you - there's another
SAMIA: Another casre?
Doc:'r.on: In a far-away street. 1 musen’t be late. Goodbye.
ApiL: Wait, Doctor. Are you going off just like that without
taking 2 logk at the ants? -
samia: Do you wane to hold the doctor
: i : stor up for the ants ?
bocror: [t would in fact interest me, let’s go and ha\r:: }:i

ApiL: Off we go, perhaps the ants wi cceeded i i
the cockroach into that crack. VB Fie e getring

SAMIA (looking at them in wonder): By God, it's amazing!

As Adil and the &
Sl ':r e 2oclor reack the bathroom the cook leaves it with

COOK (% Semia): 1've cleaned the bathroom, Ma’am.
Samia ts busy taking her clothes out of the wardrobe.

ADIL (in the bathroom): What a di i if U
s i a disaster it would be if Umm
COOK({:’IMUH‘ understanding) : Done it?
ADIL (shoutin he ) J i
ko i€ as ke stands in front of the well): What a pity! Whar a
:g:::osl;. (.rta::a’a’rrg behind kim end looking ot the wall): She’s done it!
: She's done it. Look — she's removed nits 3
and the lot. She’s cleared the wall o? C':S:}:;:, e
DOCT?R (coming out of the bathroom): Bad luck! ¢
ADIL (lo lie cook as ke comes out): W j j
Coox: What have [ done? PREE R g i
ADIL: Nothing, nothi - i
oy dmi ;::u! ing at all - just carry on with your work,

The cook goes out in bewilderment. The doclor takes up his bap

DocTor: I trust vou'll spend ;
o your da
e what's keeping me till o
and go to work imf iately. tomorrow? I'll get dressed now
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pogror: No, please, you're supposed to be on leave today.

ApiL:- And what can I do now with this leave? Can't you cancel it?

pocToR: How can I cancel it? The company knows I'm here
and that ['ve come to sce you. What shall 1 say to them?
Shall I say thac he's . ..

saMia: That he's been siting and watching a cockroach!

pogToRr: Don't complicate things, Mr. Adil — a day’s sick leave
and that's that and the problem’s soived.

SAMIA (taking up her clothes): 1'm going into the bathroom. If you'll
excuse me. 1 think it’s no longer forbidden o go into the
hathroom!

apir: Lucky you!

sasia: Advise him, Doctor, to spend his day off doing something
useful.

AD1L: And what, in your view, is doing something useful?

nocToRr: Anyway, Mr. Adil knows how to spend his time uselully
and enjoyably.

samla; I can bet he'll be spending the day sitting down writing
memoirs about the fite of the cockroach!

pocToR: And where's the cockroach now? No sign is left of i,
not even one of its whiskers.

anir: The important thing was its struggle for life.

pocToR: Yes, and that is what will remain fixed in my memory.
Goodbye, everyonc.

samia: We're most gratcful, Doctor. We're sorry for kaving kept
you wich us all this time without proper rcason.

pocTor: Not at all. Not at all. ]

samia: T haope that the case 1o which you are going is a little
more serious!

podToR: You may be sure that I didn't waste my time usclessly
with yourselves. Goodbye. (He leaves fuoriedly.)

SAMIA (a5 she enters the bathroem): Listen, Adil, you've got the day
off todav, You should know that I want you to spend this
day uselully. D'you hear? There are my clothes and dresses
all crumpled up in the wardrobe — get down to sorting them
out and hang them up at your leisure.one by onc so that
when 1 come back from work I'll find everything nicely
sorted out and organized. Understood?

Al vemeins silent, his fead lowered.

sAxra: D'you hear what I say?
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Aapii: I do.
SAMIA: And Jet’s not find a single dress creased or crumpled.
Understood?
ADIL (shouning) : Understoooonod !
samia: I'm warning you, (She goes into the bathroom and locks
ferself in.)

ADIL (shouting): Uman Attiya, bring the bucket and rag and wipe
me out of existence!
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